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BOBBIE AND BIRDIE. 



T^to LITTLS COttSIHS. 

Perhaps yon tUnk my story is going to be 
about two little singing-birds, 'and the title 
certainly does soond rather like it ; neverthe- 
less, if yon do, yon are qnite mistaken. 
Bobbie Bergin is a small boy of the advanced 
age of seven years, and his Httle girl-consin. 
Birdie Novery, is jnst a few montlis yonnger. 
They may be called singing-birds in one sense, 
however, for two merrier little grigs it wonld 
be hard to find anywhere ; and they sing 
sweet, chirping songs together too — songs 
that remind one of Bobin Redbreast's before 
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tlie yeiy cold weather comes — at leasts they are 
sweet when Master Bobbie does not sing bass 
by way of adding to the effect. 

Now I must describe to yon what they are 
like — my tiny hero and heroine — for I want 
yon to know and love them. They are both 6f 
a height^ and therefore strangers seeing them 
together often take them for twins ; bnt they 
are only cousins^ after all. And their faces 
are not an atom alike. Bobbie's is a ronnd, 
brown, sancy little face, containing — besides 
a tiny dimple in either soft cheek — a pair of 
dark-brown eyes that sparkle with fun and 
frolic ; a flat sort of a nose, not beautiful, bnt 
very roguish-looking ; and a red button of a 
mouth just below it. Then his hair — that is a 
glorious mop of goldy-brown stuff that turns 
every way, twists and tangles and tosses, and, 
of course, likes anything better than being 
brushed and combed. So much for Bobbie's 
appearance. 

Now I must give you a peep at his little 
cousin Bertha, or Birdie, as she is always called. 
Birdie's is a small oval face, with a beautiful 
pink and white complexion that even the 
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summer sun is not able to spoil; large blue 
eyes she has — eyes that remind you of a deep, 
still lake when you look into them — a long, 
meek-looking nose with none of Bobbie's 
roguishness about it ; a tiny rosebud mouth, 
and very white chin. Round her face every- 
where hang long, golden curls the colour of 
ripe corn, which it is Nurse Nelly's delight to 
twist into shape every morning round her 
fingers. This is Birdie ! 

But I want to tell you a little more about 
Bobbie, so that you may get to know, not only 
his face, but himself. 

Long ago — ^before Bobbie can remember 
even, though his memory goes back a respect- 
able distance — his dear papa and mamma died. 
A terrible fever came, and took them both 
away to God, leaving Bobbie behind — ^a little 
weak, helpless baby. Bobbie had no relations 
left except XTncle Charlie — whom he and Birdie 
are not allowed to talk about now, only to 
pray for night and morning, because he is a 
bad man in some way that they are too young 
to understand about — and Aunt Hester No very, 
Birdie's mamma. 
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Annt Hester is kind and good. When 
Bobbie's parents died^ she brought Bobbie to 
her own home^ and has taken care of him^ and 
loved him ever since, with her own little Birdie. 
And Bobbie is, of coarse, as happj as a 
summer's day — all little boys are who are 
healthy and strong, and who don't get their 
own way when they onght not to have it. He 
and Birdie think there are no two people in 
the world who love each other so fondly as 
they do; and perhaps there are very few. 
But with all his happiness, and the love that 
is all round him like summer sunshine, there 
is something that Bobbie wants still ; something 
that even loving little Birdie cannot give him. 
Bobbie wants something to fill up an empty 
place in his heart — a little place that has been 
empty ever since he has found out that he 
hasn't a mother — ^and in finding out he hasn't, 
has felt how much, how very much, he wants 
her. 

For, you see, when Aunt Hester takes 
Birdie on her knee to be loved and petted, 
there is no room left for Bobbie; and when 
kind Birdie slips down and offers him her 
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place, Bobbie doesn't quite like taking it. 
Aunt Hester is Birdie's mamma^ and so^ of 
course, Aunt Hester's lap is Birdie's, and not 
his. And poor little Bobbie's heart aches for 
a lap quite his own. 

Birdie can't understand why Bobbie won't 
climb into her mamma's lap and be petted, 
but Aunt Hester knows, though she does not 
say anything about it ; only, with Bobbie and 
Birdie by her side, she talks to them of para- 
dise, where dear little Bobbie's papa and 
mamma are gone to dwell, seeing Jesus and 
His beautiful blessed Mother, and the happy 
Angels and Saints. She tells Bobbie that he 
will see his own mamma again some day, if he 
too loves'and follows Jesus as she did, and prays 
always to His dear Mother and the Saints. 
Then Bobbie's heart grows glad and light 
again as he listens. It is so nice to think how 
up in heaven Jesus and Mary love Bobbie's 
mamma, and how down on earth Jesus and 
Mary love Bobbie. It makes heaven seem 
very near to the little boy. 

Now I must tell you a little about where 
Bobbie and Birdie live. It is close to the 
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great, wild, weird, majestic forest of Sherwood, 
on the outskirts of the little country town 
Lonerton. 

The river Mann runs through Lonerton, and 
the garden of Bobbie and Birdie^s home 
slopes down to its banks. Bobbie sails boats 
there of his own manufacture, and tumbles 
headlong into the water sometimes; but it 
isn't really deep, so the only harm he gets is a 
thorough wetting, and a bit of a scolding from 
Nurse Nelly. 

The house in which our little hero and 
heroine live is an old, straggling building 
called The Grange. It is old, for it has stood 
there so long that nobody has any idea of 
when it was built, unless perhaps the great 
forest oaks; but they have no voice to tell 
about it. It is straggling, for it has thrown 
out rooms and passages here and there and 
everywhere, higgledy-piggledy, much in the 
way that some naughty little boys scatter their 
clothes about their bedroom when they un- 
dress at night. 

And just because it is so straggling and 
shapeless, it is a perfectly splendid place for 
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hide-and-seek. Indeed^ it has so many long, 
dark, winding passages, so many mysterious 
doors, empty rooms, and hiding-places of all 
sorts, that Bobbie and Birdie are almost afraid 
to hide, for fear that, like the Babes in the 
"Wood, they may never be found again. 

The front windows of The Grange look 
down on the river, the back ones peep out at 
the great forest, with the long stretch of gorse- 
clump, bracken, and purple heather before it. 

Bobbie and Birdie love the dear old Sher- 
wood Forest, with all the warmth of their 
hearts. Famous games they have under its 
shade, and in the giant bracken, which is often 
higher than their heads. Bobbie even dis- 
tinguished himself once by scrambling up a 
small oak, and sticking fast there; so that 
Nurse Nelly had to forget her dignity and 
everything else, to climb up after the venture- 
some young man, and then to descend again 
with him, packed ignominiously under her 
strong arm. 

What Bobbie and Birdie love most is to sit 
under the shade of the old, old oaks, listening 
to Nurse Nelly's entrancing account of the 
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wondrous adventures of the famous Eobin 
Hood and his Merry Men, who once ranged 
through that very same forest of Sherwood, 
and had perhaps even sat under the shade of 
the very identical oak as they did. 

Bobbie and Birdie enjoy the delicious feel- 
ing of awe that creeps over them, as they listen 
to Nurse Nelly's strange old legends; and 
they stare at each other with eyes round and 
big with wonder, until the monotonous sound 
of Nurse Nelly's voice sends them to sleep at 
last, nestled on both sides of her. 

Birdie wears a black frock when my story 
begins, because her dear papa, who was 
captain of a large ship, had been drowned a 
little while before. Bobbie looked very sad 
when he heard about it first. He had always 
intended to be a captain when he grew up, and 
have a good ship of his own like Uncle 
Eobert; but he changed his mind now he 
found that even captains sailing in good ships 
met with a watery grave sometimes, like 
other sailors. He would not like Birdie to 
have to wear a black frock for him, he said 
considerately. 
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But while I tell you of Bobbie and Birdie, I 
must not omit to mention a somebody else. 
A very wee little somebody, who has brought 
a little sister to Birdie, and another small 
cousin to Bobbie. There is a baby at The 
Grange. 

Bobbie doesn't like it at all, nor does Birdie. 
What is the use of anybody who can't play or 
even talk ? The new baby can only cry, eat, 
and sleep, or lie on Nurse Nelly's lap, staring at 
them out of its dull blue eyes, that never seem 
to see anything, although they stare so hard. 

When Bobbie had his first peep at the new 
baby, he inquired how soon she would be 
able to play with Birdie and himself like a 
rational being ; and on finding that her capa- 
bilities in that respect were not likely to be 
developed for some time, this was his sole 
remark, uttered very disdainfully: 

'Boys don't want babies any more than 
dolls. Send her back again, Nelly.' 

And Birdie said : 

' We don't want anybody but just our own 
two selves ; do we, Bobbie V which was quite 
Master Bobbie's own private opinion. 
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It is quite too bad, thinks Birdie, to be told 
that there must be no noise now or it will 
wake baby; that she and Bobbie may see 
mamma now but twice a day, and then only 
for a kiss, or they will make her ill. 

Nurse Nelly has to keep careful guard over 
the new baby, or she would long ere now have 
come to grief between her two indignant little 
relatives. 

Armed with a long darner from Nurse 
Nelly's work-basket, Bobby approached the 
cradle one day, and a ' Shall I poke V which 
meant mischief to the little baby cousin. 

Nurse Nelly rushed at him, shook him well 
in unwonted wrath, and snatched away the 
needle just in time to prevent a terrible catas- 
trophe. 

' She was wery cross,' said the sobbing and 
discomfited Bobbie ; ' and I was only being 
Bobin Hood, Birdie/ 

And Birdie took the crestfallen robber 
under her wing, comforting him for the failure 
of his attack in a way that would have struck 
Nurse Nelly dumb with horror had she 
heard it. 
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CHAPTER II. 

BIBDIE^S MAMMA. 

* Two little voices blending — 

Speaking to God in prayer ; 
One little message ascending, 
Two little full hearts share.* 

Nurse Nelly says ' Hush !' and looks very 
grave indeed^ as she comes out of Mrs. 
Novery^s room, and finds Bobbie and Birdie 
tearing up and down the long passage between 
it and the nursery. Both children stand stiU 
at once, and eagerly ask ' Why V 

' Poor mamma's very ill, and you must be 
quiet, or you will make her worse. I want you 
both to put on your hats, and ask Mr. Smith 
to come at once.' 

Bobbie and Birdie's faces grow sober di- 
rectly. Mr. Smith is the doctor; and isn't 
the thought of physic enough to sober any** 
one ? 
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' We'll go, Nelly/ says Birdie ; and they pufc 
on their hats, and go quietly down the garden 
and across the street. 

' I'm afraid mamma's very ill/ says Birdie. 
' If she wasn't, you know, Nelly's face wouldn't 
frown so, Bobbie.' 

'Yes, I'm afraid so, too,' says Bobbie. 
' Perhaps she's got measles.' 

Measles is the only complaint which has 
ever troubled the even course of Bobbie's ex- 
istence, so he naturally considers it the worst 
in the world. 

'That's when those tiny red spots come, 
isn't it, Bobbie 7' says Birdie, whose medical 
experience is even more limited than Bobbie's. 
'And mamma hasn't got any spots; she's 
only all white. Didn't you see, last night ?' • 

' Yes,' says Bobbie gravely ; ' I saw. But 
then she couldn't eat her tea, and there was 
thin bread-and-butter too ; that's what makes 
me think it's measles.' 

They are chatting away so busily, these two 
little mites, that they don't notice a tall man 
coming towards them and intently reading a 
newspaper, until they both come stumbling up 
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* 

against him, and he cries out 'Hullo !^ and 
looks down to see what mischief has been 
done. 

'You haven't hurt us, not a bit!' says 
Bobbie, in what is meant to be a reassuring 
tone, when he and Birdie have picked them- 
selves up again ; ' but youVe muddied Birdie's 
frock. You're Mr. Smith's self, aren't you ?' 
' Yes,' answers the tall man. ' Do you want 
mer 

' Yes,' says Bobbie. ' At least — ^no, I don't ; 
it was Nurse Nelly. She sent us to fetch you, 
because Birdie's mamma is very ill.' 

The tall doctor slips his paper into his 
pocket, and asks : ' Whose mamma is ill V 

' Birdie's,' says Bobbie calmly. ' But. per- 
haps you don't know who Birdie is, because 
that is not her real name. Birdie is my — 
very— own — cousin !' 

Bobbie says this very distinctly, gravely, 
and solemnly; but somehow it doesn't seem 
to make the matter any clearer to Mr. Smith. 
He looks decidedly puzzled. 

* What do you call '' Birdie's mamma "? ' he 
asks at last. 

2 
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' Me ? Oh, Aunt Hester P wondering whi 

Mr. Smith wants to know. 

Bobbie's answer doesn't mend matters at al] 
The doctor thinks a moment, then h< 

says: 

* Show me where '' Aunt Hester *' lives.' 
Bobbie's fat fingers point one way, and Iii 

curly head nods another. 

^ Gome, then,' says the doctor, ' and take m 
to " Aunt Hester." ' 

Bobbie takes Birdie's hand, they face aboul 
and trot up the street, Mr. Smith following 
closely. 

* You are a very little mite to be trusted ob 
here with no one to take care of you,' he sayj 
addressing Bobbie, with the intention of makin 
himself agreeable. Having no children of h: 
own, he is ignorant of the fact that if there : 
anything little boys particularly dislike, it : 
to be called little boys. 

* Pm up to Nurse Nelly's apron-band !' crie 
the affronted Bobbie. 

' He's up to her top button !' adds Birdie, i 
a tone meant to inspire Mr. Smith with awe \ 
her cousin's gigantic proportions ; the size < 
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her Bobbie is no subject to be dealt with 
lightly^ she thinks. 

' That isn't very much, is it V says Mr. 
Smith pleasantly^ unconsciously adding in- 
sult to injury. ' I suppose you want to be a 
big man like me, some day, don't you V 

'No, I don't,' says downright Bobbie. 
' When I'm a man, I mean to be handsome 
like my own papa's picture, and good too — as 
he was !' 

This speech isn't very flattering to poor Mr. 
Smith, for it implies that, in Bobbie's estima- 
tion at least, he is the very opposite to his 
papa ; so he only says ' H'm I' Bobbie opens 
the garden-gate, and they go up the path 
towards the house. 

At the hall-door they come to a standstill. 
They hear the rustling of print skirts, stiffly 
starched, coming down the front stairs, and, 
peering through the glass of the door, Bobbie 
says : 

'I see Nurse Nelly coming, Mr. Smith. 
8he*ll take you in, and tell you all about Aunt 
Hester. Birdie and I are going to stay in the 
garden. Come along, Birdie !' 
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The two children are mnning oS, when a 
sudden idea strikes Bobbie, and he comes back 
again to the doctor. 

'Yon must be very quiet, Mr. Smith/ he 
says. 'That baby wakes at anything, and a 
noise makes [Aunt Hester worse. Birdie and 
I go on tip-toe generally. I thought Pd just 
tell you, 'cos p'raps Nurse Nelly won't like 
to.' And Bobbie is off like a shot, to join his 
cousin. 

During this sultry summer weather, the 
cool, thatched summer-house down by the 
riverside is the children's favourite retreat. 
Soft breezes come up there from the water to 
fan their hot cheeks^ and the stream itself 
flows so coolly and deliciously just below them, 
singing 'songs without words,' always fresh 
and new. They often come here night and 
morning to say their prayers, and Bobbie has 
put up a little black crucifix and an image of 
the Blessed Virgin just above their heads. 
Thither their little feet carry them now, pant- 
ing and breathless. They sit down on the 
rustic bench inside to rest, and for some time 
there is a most unusual silence between them. 
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At last^ tired of silence^ Bobbie bursts out 
impetuously : 

' I don't like him at all, Birdie ; do you ? I 
'spec' he'll be giving Aunt Hester something 
bad, to make her worse, on purpose !' 

'He has a nice, kind voice,' says Birdie; 
' and I don't think he is really so very bad. 
But,' she adds loyally, 'I won't like him, 
Bobbie, if you don't want me to.' 

Then there is silence for a few seconds. 

* Poor mamma !' says Birdie at last ; ' I do 
wish she weren't so very ill. I'm afraid some- 
times, Bobbie,' the little girl goes on sadly, 
' that she'll get iller and iller, and then I 
shan't have any mamma.' 

* Like me !' says Bobbie sorrowfully. 'And 
then I shouldn't have any Aunt Hester either ! 
But you needn't be afraid. Birdie. Jesus will 
take care of her for us, and so will His Blessed 
Mother. They know we can't spare her.' 

' I'm not sure about that,' says Birdie, still 
more sadly. ' Of course They know we want 
mamma; but then God took your mamma 
away, Bobbie ; and you wanted her very much, 
didn't you ?' 
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' Yes/ Bobbie says, with a little sigh ; ' but 
p'raps He thought Aunt Hester M do for me 
instead. And, you see, if He were to take 
away Aunt Hester, there'd be nobody to do 
instead — so I don^t think He will. Birdie 
dear !' 

* You do want your mamma sometimes now, 
don't you, Bobbie V asks Birdie, partly com- 
forted by Bobbie's little speech. 

' Often V says Bobbie. ' But you know, 
Birdie, Jesus has got her and papa up there 
with Him, ever so happy, taking care of them 
for me !' and Bobbie points up to the blue of 
the sky. ' I don't think I mind so much now 
Aunt Hester has told me that, because my 
Angel will take me there too some day, if I 
love Jesus, and try not to be naughty; and 
then I shan't ever have them go away again. 
I do love Jesus now, Birdie ; and I keep on 
asking our Mother Mary to make me love 
Him ever so much.' 

' I wish we could see Jesus, like the Angels 
and Saints !' says Birdie wistfully, following 
Bobbie's fingers with her eyes as they point 
upwards. ' I like to go to Mass ; don't you. 
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Bobbie ? because He is there in the Blessed 
Sacrament. But even then we can^t see Him. 
When we pray to Him^ it's like asking mamma 
for something in the dark/ 

' He can see us though,^ says Bobbie ; ' and 
He gives us what we ask Him for ; so I donH 
think it matters very much about the dark. 
We shall see Him some day, Aunt Hester 
says/ 

Birdie slips down from her seat by Bobbie's 
side, [and putting her lips close to his ear, 
whispers shyly : 

' Ask Him for mamma, shall we V 

Bobbie looks puzzled; he doesn't under- 
stand her. 

* Ask Jesus to take care of her for us, and 
make her well soon,' explains Birdie. 

'So we will,' answers Bobbie promptly. 
* Kneel down here. Birdie dear, cross yourself, 
and we'll put our hands together and ask 
Him.' 

' You say it all,' says Birdie ; * 'cos you know 
best how to ask.' 

'Shall I call her ''Aunt Hester," or 
" Mamma " V inquires Bobbie. ' You see 
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she's both. She's your mamma as well as m; 

■i Amit Hester.* 

j 'I don^t think it matters which/ Birdi 

answers thoughtfully. ^P*r*aps, as you'r 
asking, youM better say "Aunt Hester.^ 
But Jesus knows her very own self, Bobbie, s 
it doesn't make any difference what we ca] 
her.' 

The two little cousins kneel down togethe 
before the crucifix, their hands clasped, an 
their eyes reverently bent; and presentl 
Bobbie says, very distinctly and earnestly 
in his shrill little voice : 

' Please, dear Jesus, Birdie and me wan 
You to make dear Aunt Hester well sooi 
Nurse Nelly says she is very ill, and she ha 
to have the doctor. Please do take care c 
her, 'cos of Birdie and me.' A pause. ' New 
Birdie, let us both of us say a '^ Hail Mary ' 
for Aunt Hester.' 

The two earnest voices blend in prayer, ani 
then they rise from their knees, a happy con 
tent in their faces, and Birdie asks wondei 
ingly : 

' Did He really hear what we said, Bobbie 
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We are sucli very little cliildren, and He is so 
high up in heaven !' 

'I know He heard/ replies Bobbie confi- 
dently, and a little reprovingly (Birdie^s want 
of faith is often a source of trouble to him). 
* You are always being afraid that Jesus won't 
do what you ask Him. I should think you 
make Him very sad sometimes, and your 
Angel too, Birdie ! Why, Birdie, only think !' 
— and Bobbie's voice grows deep and tremu- 
lous with the greatness of his thought — ' He 
came down here to be hurt and killed for us 
once, you know, Aunt Hester says; because 
He loved us so much ! I couldn't do that — 
not even /or you, Birdie — it would hurt so ter- 
ribly much! And if Jesus could love us 
enough to die for us, I am quite posHif ly sure 
He will listen to our prayers. Birdie/ 

'Yes,' says Birdie quietly; ' I had forgotten 
that/ 

Then hand-in-hand the two children go up 
the garden- walk again. It is time to be tidied 
for dinner. They meet Nurse Nelly, just 
coming to shepherd up her two stray lambs. 

' How is Aunt Hester now, Nelly ?* Bobbie 
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asks^ his mind fall of the prayer just prayed 
by the river, and of the answer to be so surely 
forthcoming to it. 

' She is better/ answers Nurse Nelly. ' But 
you must both be as still as mice.' 

Bobbie turns to Birdie with a happy, satisfied 
nod of his curly head, that seems to say : 

' You see, faithless Birdie !^ 

And Birdie nods back again, with penitent 
tears in her eyes. 



CHAPTBE III. 

AN INVITATION DECLINED. 

' Long shadows were gathering round her bed ; 
Faint was the gleam that the taper shed ; 
None knew she was dying till life had fled, 
Bat she alone : and the words that she said 
Were just, " God care for my own little lambs, 
When their mother, their mother is dead.'* ' 

The Grange is very hushed and still the next 
few days. 
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When Anne^ the cook^ brings up the child- 
ren's meals to the nursery, she always leaves 
her shoes at the stairfoot ; and Nurse Nelly 
wears soft felt slippers that never make any 
noise. Bobbie and Birdie are very quiet too, 
and do their best not to disturb the poor 
invalid. Only when the doctor comes daily 
there is the thump, thump of his heavy boots 
down the long passage, and a loud whisper 
of questions which he asks Nurse Nelly on 
the way. 

Bobbie and Birdie must not even see 
mamma twice in the day now; and every 
time that they peep at Mr. Smith through 
the keyhole of the nursery door, as he comes 
out of the sick-room, they notice that his face 
has grown graver and graver. Nurse Nelly, 
too, often comes into the nursery with eyes 
that look suspiciously like crying. 

One day, Mr. Smith, instead of passing the 
nursery door, as usual, on his way from Mrs. 
Novery's room, comes right in — startling 
Bobbie and Birdie to such an extent, that 
the grand brick castle they are busy building 
falls to the ground with a crash, and both 
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children dart on to their feet, crying oat 
indignantly : 

' There now ! If the noise makes her worse 
it^ll be every bit your fault/ 

' I^m very sorry — very sorry indeed ! It was 
most unlucky !' says Mr. Smith apologetically. 
'But listen — Vve got something to tell you 
young folks/ 

'Medicine?' inquires Bobbie suspiciously. 
' We're not ill — ^Birdie and me !' 

' Nobody would ever imagine it for a moment^ 
Master Sturdy,' says the doctor good-humour- 
edly. ' No — what I want to tell you is, that 
I've got a dear old soul of a housekeeper at 
home, a Mrs. Cuddles — and she's particularly 
partial to little folks like you.' 

' We wouldn't change Nurse Nelly for her !' 
interrupts Bobbie, suspecting some plot on Mr. 
Smith's part for substituting Mrs. Cuddles for 
their own Nurse Nelly. 

' Dear me, no !' Mr. Smith answers, taken 
rather aback ; ' I shouldn't like the exchange 
at all. I didn't mean to propose anything of 
the sort. It's Nurse Nelly, on the contrary, 
who thinks she can dispense with you for a few 
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days. She is very busy waiting upon dear 
mamma and baby all day and all nigbt long^ 
now ; so I thought^ perhaps^ out of kindness 
to her, you wouldn't mind staying with my 
Mrs. Cuddles for a time, to be out of her way, 
eh. Master Sturdy V 

' Thank you/ says Bobbie, acting as spokes- 
man for himself and Birdie; ' but we couldn't 
ever leave Aunt Hester now she's so ill. And 
we don't make the very leastest bit of noise,' 
he adds earnestly. 

' We aren't any trouble,' says Birdie. ' I 
button up Bobbie's tunic in the morning where 
he can't reach, and he helps to dress me. And 
Bobbie pours out the milk for both of us at 
breakfast without spilling a drop. We aren't no 
trouble at all to Nurse Nelly — Bobbie and me.' 
'I've such a lot of pretty things in my 
house,' says Mr. Smith in his most coaxing 
tone. ' Pictures, books, dogs, cats, and whole 
glass cases full of the most beautiful birds.' 

' Don't they break the glass when their 
wings flap ?' asks Birdie. 

* They can't flap, Miss Blue-eyes, for they 
are all dead and stuffed.' 



30 Bobbie and Birdie. 

'I don't like dead things/ says Bobbie 
solemnly; ^tliey're only good to look at. 
They can't fly about, or sing, or do anything/ 

'Who made them dead, Mr. Smith f ques- 
tions Birdie. 

' I shot a few of them myself,' answers the 
doctor modestly ; ' the rest came from coun- 
tries very far away/ 

' I think you are 'stremely cruel/ says Bob- 
bie severely; 'and you'd better ask Nurse 
Nelly about it before you shoot any more 
of the poor birds. She told me* continues 
Bobbie gravely, fixing his big eyes full on the 
doctor's face, ' when I was not nearly so old as 
you, and had caught a sparrow in my trap^ 
with a poor hurt wing, that perhaps some- 
body would come and put me in a trap too, 
and hurt my wings — no, not my wings/ says 
Bobbie, correcting himself quickly, 'because 
I haven't got any ; it would be my arms^ I 
s'pose. So I didn't ever catch any more birds. 
But I'm afraid a big man will cotne and put 
you in a trap some day, 'cos it's a great deal 
crueller to put them in glass, cases after you've 
killed them !' 
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Bobbie stops at the end of his long speech, 
pufling for breath'; as for the doctor, he bursts 
into such a hearty fit of laughter that he only 
disgusts Bobbie the more, and Birdie glares at 
him with her blue eyes. 

^ Then I suppose I shall have to tell Mrs. 
Cuddles not to make any cakes, shall I V says 
the doctor, as a final appeal, when his fit of 
laughter has suj£ciently subsided to allow him 
to speak. 

' Yes,' says Bobbie decidedly ; ' if you were 
going to have them made on purpose for us, 
you will — 'cos we're not coming. But don't 
you want some for yourself V 

' I'm not very fond of cakes,' Mr. Smith says. 
' You see, I have most to do with giving other 
people physic when they've eaten too many.' 

^ Then I 'spec' they don't make the cakes 
right if they get ill with them,' says Bobbie. 
' Our Anne does. She makes them beautifully ! 
They don't ever make us ill — 'cept a little pain 
when we eat too many,' adds truthful Bobbie. 

'Well, good-bye, both of you!' says the 
doctor. ' I'm going to see a little girl who is 

m.' 
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' Cake V inquires Bobbie. 

'No/ says Mr. Smith; 'just becaoBe sh 
hasn't had enough cake^ or food of any sori 
Little Polly Dacre it is ' 

The doctor vanishes with his great basket 
so full of its medical mysteries. 

After his departure the children busy them 
selves in repairing the ruinous castle^ nnti 
Nurse Nelly comes into the nursery, with ret 
eyes, and an apron that looks as if it had beei 
sprinkled ready for ironing — ^to bid them com< 
with her ; Mrs. Novery has asked to see them. 

With grave little faces and noiseless feet th< 
two cousins go hand-in-hand down the lon^ 
passage to the invalid's room. 

How dark it is in there ! The blinds an 
drawn, with the curtains over them, and onlythc 
faint flicker of a night-lamp makes a break in' the 
darkness. How shadowy, how solemnly silenl 
the room is ! The furniture casts deep blacl 
shadows over the floor and walls ; and the tinj 
gleam of the night-light wanders over the face 
of the pale baby, lying in its pretty blue bassi- 
net. Over the bed, too, where Mrs. Noverj 
lies, shadows creep and then pass away, leay- 
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ing bebind them the dimly distinguishable out- 
line of the invalid^s white, patient face — oh, 
so worn and thin ! There is a deeper shadow 
still falling upon that darkened room — the 
Shadow of Death. 

Nurse Nelly knows it, so she sheds bitter 
tears. The doctor knows it, and he has done 
the utmost his skill can do for her, in vain. 
But how shall these little ones know it — 
bright in their youthful happiness, as yet all 

unclouded ? 

' A simple child 

That lightly draws its breath, 

And feels life in every limb — 

What should it know of death ?* 

Nothing ! But the shadow is falling though 
they see it not. 

To Mrs. Novery herself, death comes as a 
kind release from pain of body and soul. 
Hearts that have long been turned to heaven 
in faith and love, rejoice when their spirit 
takes its flight thither, to dwell in an eternity 
of sight. She has just received the last beau- 
tiful Sacrament of the Church at the hands 
of her priest, and is waiting now to hear the 
homeward call. 
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Mrs. Novery's only trouble is, that she must 
leave her little Birdie and Baby Hetty^ withoat 
one in the wide world to care for them ; and 
the boy who is to her as her own child^ friend- 
less and alone, with no father's hand to guide 
and control that high spirit and impetuous 
will — no mother's heart to love and sympathise 
with that little soul so hungry and thirsting 
for love. This trouble, this care, Mrs. Novery 
has cast upon the heart of the tender Mother 
of Mercy, praying that she will be with the 
little ones, so early left alone in the great 
stranger world. 

With solemn faces the two children come 
round to her bedside, and Nurse Nelly holds 
them up for a kiss — ^the last she will ever give 
them. 

' So white I^ murmurs Birdie, stroking the 
thin cheek softly. 

'We've asked Jesus to make you better. 
Birdie and I, auntie dear,' says Bobbie. 
'You are going to be better soon, aren't 
you?' 

' Very soon, darlings,* comes Mrs. Novery's 
voice, like a faint echo from some distant 
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cave. ^Very soon all the pain will be gone, 
and Jesus will make me quite well/ 

'0 Lord/ she prays, laying her poor tliin 
hands on both little soft heads ; ^ Lord Jesus^ 
when Thou takest me away, leave them not 
orphans, but oome unto them, and lead them 
safely through life to the heavenly city ! Oh, 
keep them true to Thy Church and Thy Truth, 
in the midst of defection and error ! Oh, 
Holy Mother of Jesus, be a mother to my 
little ones, and teach them to love Thee !' 

Then Nurse Nelly leads the children gently 
away to the nursery, and goes back herself to 
the sick-room; sitting there in silence and 
among the shadows, wiping her eyes noise- 
lessly with her apron now and again. 

' Nelly ! Are you there, Nelly V comes the 
invalid's faint whisper; and Nelly's voice 
answers, 'Yes, ma'am.' 

' Open the desk on my table with the key 
from my jewel-case,' says Mrs. Novery, 'and 
bring me the letter lying open just inside.' 

Nurse Nelly obeys, and brings the letter to 
her mistress's bedside. 

^ I'm §0 tir^i' murmur9 the dying woman, 

3—2 
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' that I have not strength to say to yoa now 
all I could wish. This letter \rill tell yon 
something of what I cannot say. Take the 
greatest care of it^ Nelly. It is to my only 
brother. I know not where he lives^ or indeed 
if he be still alive^ for we have not heard of 
each other since my marriage. It is a sore 
subject, Nelly, bat I must tell you something 
of the reason for the children's sake. My 
brother was brought up a Catholic like the 
rest of us, and he had made up his mind to 
enter Holy Orders; but while passing through 
the preliminary studies, his heart was carried 
away by the beauty of a young Protestant 
lady. He gave up his first holy intentions, 
gave up his religion, gave us all up — and 
married her. He had great taste for painting, 
and I believe that after his marriage he took 
to painting as a profession. If alive now, he 
will be the only relative left to my children. 
If ever you meet with him, Nelly, tell him that 
day and night I have prayed for him, and will 
pray for him, that he may be converted to the 
truth he has denied; but, promise me^ Nelly, 
that you will neveri never let my children pass 
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out of yonr care into the hands of a Protes- 
tant!' 

' Oh, my dear mistress, I promise, I promise 
— ^all you can ask V sobs Nelly. 

'I have no one with whom to leave my 
children,' the dying woman murmurs, ' but to 
our dear Lord and His Blessed Mother, and 
to your loving care, Nelly !' 

'He'll never let 'em want, ma'am !' interrupts 
Nelly earnestly; 'and as for me, I'd slave 
for 'em day and night sooner 1' 

'You would—- 1 know you would; and I can 
never thank you enough for it; but God will 
know how to reward you. He said, *' Inasmuch 
as you did it to the least of these My little 
ones, you did it to Me." Yours is far more than 
the '' cup of cold water," Nelly ! I know your 
charge will be most faithfully fulfilled, though 
you will sometimes find it hard to make both 
ends meet. Oh, Nelly, never lose your hope 
in God I Teach my little ones to love and 
serve their Lord, and to be true to their Holy 
Faith !' 

' I will, missis ! I will 1' murmurs the sobbing 
NeUy. 
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Then^ gently and gradually^ lihe dying 
woman's eyes close, and she sleeps. 

Nelly kneels by the bedside^ half in prayer^ 
half listening with a heart fall of anguish to 
the laboured^ hardly-drawn breath of her 
beloved mistress. Then rising, she replaces 
the precious letter in the desk^ and softly 
leaves the room. 



CHAPTER IV. 

bobbib's pbateb is answebsd. 

' Come in. Birdie ! We may, for Tve knocked 
ever so long, and nobody says " No.'' ' 

It is Bobbie and Birdie at the sick-room 
door next morning. 

Bobbie opens the door, leads Birdie in, and 
gently closes it after them. 

' It's very dark in here,' says Birdie, with a 
little shiver ; ' and so bright outside, Bobbie 1' 

They creep round to the bedside, wondering 
to find a sheet laid over it. Bobbie draws it 
aside, and Birdie strokes the pale, white &ce 
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of her mother, whose thin hands are crossed 
upon her breast over an ivory crucifix. 

' She is so cold/ says Birdie sadly. * Nelly 
must have put the sheet on to make her warm/ 

* She is asleep/ says Bobbie ; ' fast asleep. 
You know she couldn^t get to sleep before. 
Nurse Nelly said. We will draw up the 
window^blinds. Birdie, and let the sun warm 
her poor, cold face/ 

He does so ; and the glorious sun-rays come 
streaming in over the white face on the bed. 

^My beautiful mammal' cries little Birdie, 
as the colour of the crimson bed-curtains is 
carried in soft, rosy tints down her mother's 
cheeks by the brilliant sun. 

' Aunt Hester said she would be well soon. 
Birdie,' says Bobbie, taking a long look; 
'very soon! Then she will be able to. come 
into the garden again, and talk to us about 
Jesus, as she used to. WonH that be nice. 
Birdie V 

' We will ask her all we don't know tJtsn/ 
says Birdie ; ' all that Nurse Nelly can't tell 
us. Birdie. About why God lets nice people 
be sick and ill, and why He hasn't made her 
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well quick^ when weVe asked Him so often. 
Won't it be nice !* 

'Yes, eveiything will be nice when Annt 
Hester gets well — ^but it's a very long time to 
wait I' says Bobbie, with a sigh, looking at 
the white, wasted face on the pillow : for the 
crimson sunbeam has fled away up the curtains. 

' Kiss mamma, Bobbie,' says Birdie presently, 
^and then we will go. Poor, cold mamma! 
even the bright sun doesn't warm you.' 

The little girl gently prints a kiss on her 
mother's cheek, and Bobbie follows her 
example. 

At the door they find themselves face to 
face with Nurse Nelly. Bobbie puts up his 
finger, and whispers joyfully, 'Aunt Hester's 
ever so fast asleep now, Nelly! Birdie and 
me have been kissing her, and she didn't 
wake.' 

Nurse Nelly's apron goes up to her eyes as 
quick as lightning, but not before a tear-drop 
has fallen heavily on Bobbie's uplifted finger. 

'Don't cry, Nelly,' he says coazingly. 
' Aunt Hester's gone to sleep 'cos she's going 
to be well very soon — she said so !' 
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Nurse Nelly only kneels down, and draws 
the two little cousins close to lier with a big sob. 

' You don't know what you're saying, poor 
lamb !' she sobs ; ' and how should you ? You 
don't understand that my poor, dear mistress 
won't never speak to anyone in this world 
again I She went in the night — ^may her soul 
rest in peace !' 

'Mamma is still there, Nelly,' says Birdie 
gently — 'not gone anywhere ; and the bright 
sunbeam did make her look so beautiful !' 

'Where did Aunt Hester go to in the 
night 7' asks little Bobbie. 

' The Lord Jesus sent the Angels, and they 
took her away/ Master Bobbie dear.' 

'And then they brought her back again,' 
says Bobbie contentedly. 'Perhaps the Lord 
Jesus only wants to take her away to make 
her well !' 

' Ay, she's quite well now,' murmurs Nurse 
Nelly, drying her eyes; 'better than ever 
before. Who knows but she's singing with 
the Angels by now ?' 

' Not singing, Nelly,' says little Birdie ; 
'asleep.' 
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* How shall I ever make you nnderstand it 
all V murmars Narse Nelly sadly. * Your ma 
is most like in heaven by now, Miss Birdie, 
with Jesus and Our Blessed Lady — ^for she was 
a saint, if ever was one ! — pVaps begg^n' them 
to give an eye to yoa little ones, now there's 
nobody left to do it but me, as don't scarcely 
know howl She ain't asleep. Miss Birdie 
dear!' 

' Oh, Nelly, Nelly !* cries Bobbie impatiently; 
'you don't know anything about it. You don't 
know how Birdie and me have been asking 
Jesus for ever so long to make Aunt Hester 
quite well. He hasn't taken her away, Nelly. 
Come and see.' 

Nelly lets herself be drawn into the room by 
the children; but, at the sight of her dear 
mistress, sorrow again overcomes her, and she 
hides her face in her hands, weeping bitterly. 

'You see now, Nelly, don't you?' asks 
Bobbie. 

'She's gone. Master Bobbie,' sobs Nelly; 
' She's gone-— quite away from sickness and 
sin ; but oh, she's left an empty place behind 
her I' 
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'Nelly/ says Bobbie severely, 'you don*t 
trust Jesus one bit, or you'd never say so I I 
think you're like the story of the blind man 
who couldn't see — only it's because you wonH. 
The good angels have brought Aunt Hester 
back again.' 

Nurse Nelly says nothing in reply. She 
only covers the white &ce once more, and 
leads the children back to the nursery. In 
spite of all her words, they are still uncon- 
scious of the sad truth that the loving face 
which has never failed to smile on them during 
the seven years of their life, can never beam 
down upon them again; that those sweet lips 
which for just so long have constantly spoken 
words of comfort, love, and interest in all 
their little joys and griefs, have passed on out 
of reach of their lives, and can never speak to 
them again on earth. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Bobbie's black clothes and brotherhood. 

Bobbie and Birdie know now that their dearest 
earthly friend is gone from them. 

It is the day of the funeral. 

Early in the morning Bobbie awakes to find 
Birdie still sleeping peacef ally beside him, and 
Nurse Nelly busy laying out various little black 
garments on her own bed. Bobbie sits up and 
watches her intently — ^his elbows on his knees, 
and his head propped up by his hands. 

' Nelly,' he whispers at last, with an anxious 
glance at the two little piles of clothing, 
evidently intended for himself and Birdie, 
^ where is my hoUand tunic with the red 
braid ? I don^t see it^ 

' You won't want it. Master Bobbie,' answers 
Nurse Nelly. ' You must wear black for your 
poor aunt.' 

'But I don't like black, Nelly,' says poor 
Bobbie ; ' it's ugly. I like my nice hoUand 
tunic, and Aunt Hester liked it the best. 
Birdie calls it my *' lady-bird suit," and she'll 
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say tlie other is '^ blaok-beetles^^' I know she 
wiU; 

' Miss Bertha will have a black frock too/ 
says Nurse Nelly, in a tone of consolation. 
' She must wear one for her poor ma/ 

' Nelly/ says Bobbie severely, ' didn't you 
tell me yesterday that weVe got to be just 
like Aunt Hester — ^just as good and every- 
thing?' 

' Tes, I did, Master Bobbie,' answers Nelly; 
' you couldn't neither of you follow a better, 
no how. She was a saint, my mistress was !' 

' Nelly/ Bobbie goes on, returning to his 
first subject without waiting for an answer to 
his question, ^if we wear black clothes we 
shan't be like Aunt Hester, shall we ? They 
don't wear black frocks in heaven. I know 
Aunt Hester's got a very nice white one up 
there ! Then why should we wear black 
things, Nelly V 

' Because,' answers Nelly, struggling hard 
to find a reason, * because you are sorry that 
your Aunt Hester is gone, aren't you. Master 
Bobbie ? and black clothes say like that yon 
are/ 
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' But we ov^htnH to be very Boiry/ persists 
Bobbie. ' It would be selfish to be sorry that 
she is not sick and ill any more. Only I oanH 
help being a little sorry sometimes^ 'coa oi our- 
selves/ adds Bobbie^ with a sigh. ' And if I 
wear a black suit^ to tell people so^ it'll only 
make me worse, Nelly.' 

' Well, Master Bobbie,' Nelly says slowly, 
'you see there is a many things that you 
can^t see just yet. When you're as old as I 
am you'll know ' 

^ If you know, tell me/ puts in Bobby calmly. 

' We must do some things because— every- 
body else does them, Master Bobbie;' and 
Nelly leaves the room to escape Bobbie and 
his black clothes. 

Bobbie lies down again with another deep 
sigh. He never likes to leave a question un- 
decided, but this time there seems no help for 
it. Afterwards he rehearses to Birdie, as they 
go out into the garden, duly arrayed in the 
obnoxious black garments, the whole conversa- 
tion that has passed between himself and 
Nurse Nelly on the subject. Bobbie winds up 
by declaring : 
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*I don't believe Nelly knows, Birdie. If 
there is a reason why we should wear those 
ngly black things it's too deep down for 
Nelly to reach — ^like the water in the garden 
well. That's there, only the bucket-rope isn't 
long enough to draw it up. If we do just 
what everybody else does/ continues Bobbie, 
with a philosophic air, ' why we shan't ever do 
anything, because people all do different things. 
Or, if we could do what everybody else does, 
we might all have to beat our wives ; as Anne 
told me, before she went, that her bad brother 
did, when I wanted to know what she was 
crying about. Nelly doesn't know, Birdie; 
and I wanted to — so much ! There's nobody 
to tell us anything now, Birdie.' 

In the afternoon is the funeral. 

Bobbie and Birdie follow their mother, 
and so does Nurse Nelly, with Baby Hetty 
in her arms and a handkerchief to her 
eyes. 

The little orphans are too much taken up 
with the novelty of the whole proceeding to 
think of the sad meaning it has for them ; if 
indeed they fully realise their loss as yet. 
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They both carry handf als of sweet flowers to 
drop into the grave. 

' Mamma loves flowers so mnchj' Birdie had 
said, ' she shall have them down there in the 
dark;' and she and Bobbie gathered their 
sweetest and best. 

Many women and children are g^athered 
round the gfrave. Some of them bring wreaths 
and crosses of flowers to strew oyer the corpse. 
The dead lady used to be very good to them, 
and they miss her now. 

'We'll be sure to say many an ''Our 
Father '^ and " Hail Mary '' for her soul^ dear 
lady !' they murmur, weeping. 

When it is all over, the women come to 
Nurse Nelly and pour out their honest sym- 
pathy with her and the little ones till she 
cries again. They mean to be kind, but they 
don't know the way. 

Nurse Nelly holds Hetty tightly to her 
and hurries away from them all, leaving 
Bobbie and Birdie to follow. 

The eyes of the village children — among 
whom stands pale^ hollow-cheeked little Polly 
Dacre— are filled with tears at the sight of the 
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two lovely children going hand-in-hand down 
the narrow^ moss-grown cemetery path ; and 
the older folk say feelingly : 

'Poor little lone dears ! May Our Blessed 
Lady love them^ seein' they've lost their own 
mother 1' 

And then women and children alike retorn 
to their homes and to the toil and moil of daily 
lif e^ while the two sad little hearts left alone in 
the world slip from their sight and memory. 

' So deep down they put her, Bobbie,' says 
Birdie ; ' I couldn't even see the flowers. Oh, 
Bobbie! wouldn't you be very 'fraid if you 
had to be put in a g^rave all alone in the dark, 
and the earth covering you up every bit ? I 
think if s dreadful /' 

*I don't know,' Bobbie answers thought- 
fully j ' I've never tried. Birdie. But Aunt 
Hester can't feel it, for she isn't down there. 
She's somewhere up in the sky, Birdie^ you 
know.' • 

' I donH know I' says Birdie. ' They put 
her in the grave.' 

' Oh, Birdie !' answers grieved Bobbie, 'you 
won't believe a bit ! Don't you remember how 

4 
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Aunt Hester told as that it's only oar '^ ouU 
sides/' our bodies^ that really die ? the " ua " 
goes on living always. Like the rook's eggs^ 
she said^ you know^ when the young ones come 
out and fly about^ and only the poor^ broken 
shells are left. Aunt Hester's shell is in the 
grave, but she is up in the sky. Don't you 
see. Birdie V 

^ I see/ says Birdie^ a little doubtfully. 
^ Birdie/ says Bobbie again, ' why do you 
think Father Earle called Aunt Hester '' dear 
sister '' ever so many times when he was talk- 
ing to us all after the prayers V 

^I didn't hear him say anything/ Birdie 
admits. ' The people all stared so — ^I couldn't 
listen.' 

' Couldn't you ?' says Bobbie ; ' well, I did. 
And he called Aunt Hester his sister. I don't 
think she is though^ or he would be our uncle; 
wouldn't he. Birdie ? and he hadn't black 
clothes on either.' 

'Perhaps they were underneath,' suggests 
Birdie. 'I'd like Father Earle's sister-in- 
law for an aunt ; wouldn't you, Bobbie ?' 
'Eatherl' says Bobbie. 'Perhaps she is 
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too ! Mrs. Earle has sncli a nice face ; I 
think her white hair makes her look perfectly 
beautiful. If she only had a crown on^ Birdie^ 
she'd look like a queen/ 

'There's a compliment to carry home to 
your sister, Father Earle/ says a voice behind 
the children^ that they at once recognise as 
Mr. Smith's ; and sure enough up comes their 
enemy the doctor with the venerable priest by 
his side. 

' What were you saying just now, Bobbie ?' 
he asks. 

Bobbie gravely repeats his last words, and 
adds: 

' Father Earle, is Aunt Hester your sister V 

^ No, little boy,' says the old priest kindly ; 
' what made you think so V 

'Why, you told the people so to-day,' 
imswers Bobbie, 'when they had put her in 
the grave ; and I thought priests always spoke 
the truth. You said it a great many times. 
Father !' 

* I see— I see,' says the gentle old priest, 
laying his hand on Bobbie's shoulder. ' So 
you listened to what I said, did you, my child ? 
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Yes, in that sense we are all brothers and 
sisters^ childie; for we have all the One 
Father above. And don't 70a know what the 
Catechism says^ little boy^ about the Angels 
and Saints being also our friends and brethren ? 
Why should we ask the Angels and Saints to 
pray for us V 

Bobbie repeats quite correctly : 

' We should ask the Angels and Saints to 
pray for us because they are our friends and 
brethren, and because their prayers have great 
power with Grod.' 

' " Friends and brethren/' Bobbie/ repeats 
Father Earle. 'And now, what does the 
Catechism say about a dearer friend, whose 
prayers have still more power with God f Is 
the Blessed Virgin also our Mother V 

' Yes^' Bobbie answers readily ; ' the Blessed 
Virgin is also our Mother^ because^ as we are 
the brethren of Jesus, we are the children of 
Mary/ 

^ Very nicely remembered, little boy I' says 
the priest kindly. ' There now you see, childie, 
that God the Father is our father; Jesus 
Christ is our brother; the Blessed Mary is 
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our mother; the Angels and Saints are oar 
brethren ; and we all brothers and sisters one 
to another/ 

* Well, Pve never thought of that before !' 
exclaims Bobbie^ who is never troubled with 
shyness^ and will speak as freely before 
strangers as to his dearest friends. ^ It's very 
nice ! Then I am Birdie's brother, and Nurse 
Nellie is my sister, and Mr. Smith is my 
brother, and — why, we've got Mrs. Barle for a 
sister, after all. Birdie; and that's quite as 
good as an aunt. I thought there was nobody 
left but Birdie, and me, and Nelly — and there's 
everybody /' 

Bobby's eyes shine very brightly as he 
speaks, and something like a rain-drop (only it 
isn't one) trickles down Mr. Smith's cheek, 
and hides itself in his big, bushy beard. 

' Little boy,' Father Earle says, ^ you and 
Birdie must go and pay Mrs. Earle a visit. She 
will love her little brother very much, I think, 
when she gets to know him — and her Marion 
too !' 

^ My black suit, or my " lady-bird " ?' asks 
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Bobbie, in animated tones. 'I^ go to see her 
in whicherer yon like best, Eatber V 

'Let's say ^'lady-biid,'^ then/ said Mr. 
Smithy smiling throngb bis — rain-drops. 

' Father Earl^^ says the doctor^ when they 
have parted from the childreny ' my bachelor 
sonl is greatly interested in those two little 
mites. Mrs. Noyery was very reserved on the 
subject of her private afburs; but I &ncyj 
from words she let &11 at odd times^ that they 
are very indifferently provided for. Gaptain 
Novery^ and well-nigh all he possessed^ went 
down in the Claude a few months ago. His 
widow^ I fancy^ did a good deal towards the 
maintenance of J herself and the children by 
taking in fancy needlework from the shops, 
previous to her illness ; but even that miserable 
pittance is, of course, stopped now. How to 
render them any assistance I know not. That 
old nurse of theirs^ who clings to them so 
faithfully, would rather starve than accept 
of anything she considered charily, I verily 
believe.' 

' She seems wonderfully devoted to the 
children,' Father Earle remarks. 
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' You are rigtt. I heard the reason from 
Mrs. Nover/s own lips. Old Mrs. Novery 
^as the means of rescoing Nelly Barton^ when 
a young girl, from a career of crime and misery 
in London. She took her as nursemaid to her 
cwn children^ keeping her eye constantly upon 
her^ until, by dint of good example and pre- 
cept, the girl became a thoroughly trust- 
worthy and most foifchful servant. When Mrs. 
Novery^s eldest son married, she went as 
nurse to his children — Birdie and Bobbie. 
The faithful creature cares for them as though 
they were her own ; and certainly they reward 
her love with all the warm affection of their 
young hearts. But — they cannot live upon 
love, and I am afraid that is pretty much what 
it comes to. Father Earle, cannot you suggest 
some way of helping them ? I can see 
none.' 

' Wait a while/ says the gentle old priest. 
^ We will keep our eyes open, and the way will 
be made clear.' 

'Nelly/ says Bobby solemnly, as both 
children enter the nursery, ' do you know 
that you are my sister? my oldest sister, I 
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think. We Ve got sucli a lot of brothers and 
sisters^ Father Earle says^ Nelly !' 

' Bless the boy I What'U he be thinking of 
next V exclaims Nurse Nelly. 'Me your sistei, 
my dear ; when Vm old enough for a granny^ 
let alone a great-granny ! You'll be sayinj^ 
the Queen's your sister nextj Master Bobbie- 
like enough !' 

' Yes/ says Bobbie calmly ; ' so she is. It's 
rather nice to have a sister with a crown on !' 

' Perhaps mamma has got a crown on, too, 
Bobbie,' puts in Birdie; 'a much beautifnller 
one!' 



CHAPTER VI.' 

A NEW HOME, AND A PEEP AT SOMEBODY ELSE. 

' Who next shall enter the dear old place, 
With a stranger life, and a stranger face V 

GooD-BYS at last to the dear old home by 
the river ! 

Bobbie and Birdie say farewell to each 
individual treasure that must of necessity be 
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left behind — from the tiny twin garden-beds 
which are their special pride and delight, to 
the dear old nnrsery with its numberless plea- 
sant memories and associations. 

The Grange is theirs no longer now. 
Perhaps other children's voices will echo 
through its old walls, and other little feet 
patter down its long passages. From hence- 
forth Bobbie and Birdie^s home is to be 
'Floral Cottage,' a neat little dwelling, covered 
in front with cluster-roses, and boasting even 
a tiny garden, though it stands almost in the 
middle of the town. 

Bobbie and Birdie find themselves all too 
busy with gathering together treasures too 
precious to be left behind to spend much time 
in lamenting over leaving the dear old home. 
As for Nurse Nelly, she is occupied in ponder- 
ing deeply over a hard question that must be 
answered somehow before long. 

This it is. How shall all their household 
belongings ever find their way from the 
Grange to Floral Cottage without Job 
Jebbson's help and that of his horse and 
cart ? It is a sad fact, but one past aU con- 
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tradiction^ that Job Jebbson asks payment for 
any work done by himself or his horse> or 
both ; and money is a scarce article with poor 
Nurse Nelly. 

But then the question still remains to be 
answered, how will everything get moved 
without him ? 

Nurse Nelly determines to waste no more 
precious time thinking over the matter. With 
Bobbie and Birdie^ and their armful of toys 
and treasures by her side^ and Baby Hetty 
tucked away somewhere under her arm, she 
sallies forth from the Grange, carrying two of 
the nursery chairs. 

People may stare as the funny party 
marches down the street; but as Nurse Nelly 
looks neither to the right hand nor to the left, 
she doesn't see them. 

As they pass the doctor's house, Bobbie 
catches a glimpse of his good-natured face at 
the window; only a glimpse, however, for 
before he has time to direct Birdie's attention 
to the fact^ the doctor has vanished. 

When Nurse Nelly returns to the Grange 
for a fresh load, having safely deposited her 
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chairs in the new home^ great is her astonish- 
ment on finding the doctor's man waiting at 
the door with his cart^ and a polite message 
from the doctor himself^ asking whether man 
and cart can ^possibly be of any nse to Nurse 
Nelly in removing her furniture^ as it will be a 
great pleasure to him if they can^ and a great 
privation to him if they can't. 

' Well,' says Nurse Nelly, ' I don't see as I 
can sa/no to the master's kind offer, for it 
don't do to hurt nobody's feelings. And if 
there be a pleasure as I have it in my power 
to give him, he shall have it sure enough, for 
he's been right kind to my dear missis as was !' 

So the doctor's cart plies steadily the whole 
day between Grange and Cottage, bearing 
load after load of furniture, until at last the 
one is empty and the other full, to Nurse 
Nelly's great content. And she has done the 
doctor a kindness into the bargain ! 

Then the little party install themselves in 
Floral Cottage, and the old G-range stands 
there by the river, silent and forsaken, waiting 
for some one to rouse and occupy it. '"Who 
will that be ?*' said the bells of Stepney V 
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Away to hot, dusty, masty, fusty, breathless 
summer London our thoughts must csarry us 
now, and set us down in one of the houses in 
Westboume Terrace. It is as cool here as 
anywhere in London, perhaps, but hot is the 
coolest place to-day. The Venetians are down, 
and the windows thrown wide open, to catch 
every breath of fresh air; and what little 
there is does come in. 

Still, it seems almost unbearably hot to a 
dear little pale-faced girl who, dressed in the 
daintiest of white-frilled frocks and blue 
ribbons, lies on a sofa just under one of the 
open windows. 

She appears to be a year or two older than 
our friend Birdie ; but you may look in vain 
on these little thin, white cheeks for the roses 
that bloom so freshly on Birdie's. 

It is a poor little, patient face, with a pair of 
very large grey eyes in it — so large, that when 
you first look at her you half fancy her face is 
all eyes. Then after a while you notice that 
there is a bit of a nose as well ; a little mouth, 
with thin lips very closely pressed together ; a 
little white forehead, with two big wrinkles 
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across itj and^ half-hidden in the sofa- 
cushions^ you see some soft brown hair, 
brushed o£E her brow^ and neatly braided 
behindi l^ut, most of all^ you must notice 
something that it is very^ very sad to see in 
little chil&en's faces — that is^ pain. 

There is some one else in the room beside 
the little girl on the sofa. It is a tall, hand- 
soipe man; and he is so like the little girl^ 
that you can tell at once they are father and 
daughter. 

He is busily engaged in packing some 
lovely water-colour sketches in boxes — almost 
as carefully and lovingly as if they were his 
children too. 

'Father^' says the little girl^ turning her 
big eyes towards him languidly^ ' how much 
longer shall we be here now ? I do want the 
cool, nice country, father ! It is so hot here — 
everything seems to bum.' 

'My poor little] Bab !' says the father; 
and he stops in his work to look sorrowf uUy 
at her. It is such a grief to him to see pain 
in that little face. ' Fm afraid it won't be for 
a few days yet. There is a good deal to be 



4 



62 Bobbie and Bwdie. 

done in the old honse^ Bab, before it will be 
ready for ns. Is it so very hard to be patient, 
my own darling V 

^ The pain is bad, &ther, and will not let 
me rest. It bnms like a fire all np and down 
my back! Talk to me, father, and I will 
try not to think abont it.' 

' What shall I talk to you about, Bab ? 
You would like to hear about the new home, 
wouldn't you V 

^ Please, father dear. The country sounds 
so nice and cool to talk about I' 

'Well then, little maiden, you will think 
the Grange just the most delightful place you 
ever were in when you see it. There are 
no end of rooms and passages, Bab. When 
we get there, if you are not too tired, I will 
carry you about through them all, and you 
shall choose the one you like best for your 
own little bedroom. There is one where you 
have only to open the window, and you can 
put out your hand, and gather basketfnls of 
sweet white roses and jessamine that grow all 
up the front of the house. We will deck up 
your room just as you please, little maiden— 
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any amount of white muslin^ and pink ribbons, 
and bits of finery. Yon shall have a bonnie 
canary in the window, and yonr own beloved 
pnssy on the softest of soft rugs ; only you'll 
have to give her very strict orders about 
keeping her paws off the bird. And the 
garden^ Bab^ there is always shade under 
some of the big trees ; and flowers^ flowers 
everywhere — like weeds almost. I will wheel 
your chair, when it is fine and warm, down 
the garden paths to the beautiful river. It 
flows right past the garden, and there is 
always a deliciously fresh breeze blowing 
there. Water-lilies and flowering rushes grow 
near the bank, and on it are lovely green 
ferns which dip their stems into the water, 
and are never anything but green and fresh. 
Just above, there is a charming little summer- 
house, where you can rest, and be nicely 
shaded. 

' But you will love the forest best, Bab- 
Sherwood Forest, with its splendid giant oaks 
and beeches, its graceful birches, and dark 
pines. It is like a fairy world, Bab ! Under- 
foot the carpet is of the softest green moss^ 
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fems, foxgloves, and heather. Overhead the 
tig boughs sing, and the tiny ones whisper 
together ; and the blue sky tries hard to peep 
in, and see what is going on. There are deer 
in the forest— big red deer, who quarrel 
savagely amongst each other, and gentle little 
fallow deer, who bound away out of sight 
directly they hear the faintest footstep. There 
are screaming pheasants in the bracken, and 
wood-pigeons coo mournfully from the tall 
pines, and blue jays mimic all the voices of 
the birds. 

'I shall paint wonderful pictures there, 
Bab; and you will watch me painting, and 
find me the loveliest spots. How you will 
revel in it all, my darling ! But, best of all, 
Bab, I hope to see this little pale face grow 
rosy, and these thin cheeks get round and 
plump in the freBh country al, and among 
all the beautiful things. Oh, my Bab ! what 
wouldn't I give to have you strong and 
healthy like other children P 

' Go on, father, please,' says Bab in a con- 
tented tone ; ' it's very nice I Who lived in 
the Grange before you took it, father V 
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'A widow lady, I fancy/ answers her 
father. ' She died a litble while ago/ 

' Pm sorry/ says Bab. ' I hope she hadn't 
any little children. It wonld be so sad for 
them to have nobody left.^ 

' I did not hear whether or no she had any 
children/ the father answers. 'I only saw 
my friend Smith for a moment ; he was just 
going to attend an urgent case^ so I could not 
hear much. Besides^ he wanted to know all 
about my little maiden, you know, Bab !* 

Bab doesn^t speak. Her big eyes are 
closed, and her father fancies she has fallen 
asleep. But Bab is not asleep; she is only 
thinking. Presently she says : 

* Father !' 

' Yes, darling.' 

' Won't the lady see mother now ? I wish 
we had known before she died, and then I 
could have sent a message to mother. I could 
have told her how Jesus helps me to bear all 
the pain without being cross and saying 
naughty things to Lotty; and how the dear 
picture you gave me of our Blessed Mother 
looks down on me, and helps me too ; couldn't 

6 
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I, father ? and then she would have been so 

glad !' 

' Dear little Bab/ says the father tenderly, 
'won^t it be enongh if Jesus and His dear 
Mother know, and thy own Guardian Angel V 

And Bab answers : 

' Yes/ 



CHAPTER VII. 

ABOUT LITTLE POLLT AND BOBBIE^S LBSSOKS. 

' Poor little one, with the thin, pale cheeks, 
Whence ^yoverty's tale most loudly speaks; 
In hollows and wrinkles, and such-like freaks, 
And tells of want and woe/ 

Just at the back of Floral Cottage — that is to 
say^ just outside the garden-fence — stands a 
miserable hovel^ whose crooked walls are built 
of mud and lathes plastered together. The 
low roof is thatched, and from under it peep 
out two poor little windows, small enough to 
begin with, but made smaller still by the 
sheets of brown paper that fill half the panes 
instead of glass. 

The space of ground round the hovel is 
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beaten hard and bare by the tramp of con- 
stantly passing f eet^ so tliat not even stunted 
grass can grow there. 

This is little Polly Dacre's home ; and here 
little Polly spends the long, dreary days, while 
her mother, big Polly, is out charing for the 
neighbours. 

Bobbie and Birdie pity little Polly and her 
miserable life heartily. 

Polly is younger than they are by a couple 
of years; but she is one of those luckless 
children who are bom grown-up. She has 
never learnt to play ; and, though she cannot 
speak plain yet, her talk is that of a very old 
woman. 

Perhaps it is this fact of her utterly un- 
childlike character that has inspired Bobbie 
and Birdie with the idea of adopting her as 
their baby, so that she may have a chance of 
beginning life again in a sensible manner. 
Anyway, it is with this object in view that the 
two children betake themselves to the far end 
of the garden one morning —* laden with 
biscuits, breakfast-leavings and saving^ — to 
entice little Polly Dacre into the garden. 

5—2 
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There, sure enough, is little Polly at the 
window, with her nose flattened pancake-wise 
against one of the glass-panes. 

Bobbie arranges a few biscuits along the 
top of the palings, and then they both watch 
Polly intently to see what she will do. It is a 
very anxious moment. 

I'olly's dull, heavy eyes gradually fasten 
themselves upon the dainties ; an eager, hawk- 
like twinkle grows in them; then her nose 
slowly withdraws from the Window, and in a 
very short time she has made her appearance 
outside the hovel, and close to the garden- 
fence. She would make a pounce upon the 
biscuits, and run ofE with them, if the chil- 
dren were not there ; but Bobbie and Birdie's 
eyes are fixed on her, and she dare not. 

' Did yer mean 'em for me V she asks at 
last. 

'They're all — every one of them — for you, 
Polly,' says Bobbie coaxingly, ' if you'll come 
in here, dear little Polly ! You'd like to, 
wouldn't you, Polly ? 'cos we've got lots more 
inside.' 

' Well, I b'lieve I've a mind to,' lisps Polly. 
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She has only had a stale crusfc of bread for 
her breakfast this morning, and the biscaits 
look very tempting. 

^ That^s right, dear little Polly !' answers 
Bobbie eagerly; and he opens the garden- 
gate. 

Polly advances towards him very slowly^ 
with her finger in the corner of her mouth — 
very much as a mouse would approach cheese 
that suggested the possibility of trap too. 

'Come in, PoUyi' says Bobbie encourag- 
ingly, holding the gate wide open ; and Polly 
makes a wild rush in, like a frightened sheept 

Birdie fills her pinafore with biscuits and 
scraps^ and sets her down on the grass to 
munch. 

Bobbie carefully closes the garden-gate> 
draws the bolt> and takes Birdie aside for a 
consultation as to what is to be done next. 

' She's very dirty, Bobbie,' says Birdiei 
' Do you know I think we'd better let her go 
again, after all/ 

'Oh no !' says Bobbie decidedly; 'we 
can't do that. We will wash her when she is 
not quite so frightened, under the pump/ 
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^ Do you think she will wash ?' ioquires 
Birdie doabtfally^ mnch as if little Polly were 
some article of apparel whose washing capa- 
bilities are very donbtf nl. 

' Anyhow, Polly is our sister, Birdie,' says 
Bobbie ; ' our " dea/r sister," ' quoting Father 
Earle ; ' and so we must be kind to her, don't 
you see f ' 

'But I thought we wanted her for our 
child V puts in Birdie. 

' Of course ; but that's besides,* answers 
Bobbie. 'You'll be her mamma, and Pll be 
her papa. She'll forget all about her old 
mother in time.' 

' But big Polly won't forget about her,* says 
Birdie doubtfully. 'Won't she be wanting 
her back again ?' 

'I don't believe she'll care very much, 
answers Bobbie. ' If she does come, I dare 
say she'll take my new '* Babes in the Wood" 
book in exchange for her; and I'd rather 
have little Polly of the two.' 

'We won't call her ''Polly" any longer, 
says Birdie. ' I dare say she*B tired of being 
called so. What shall her new name be, 
Bobbie ?' 
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' Well/ Bobbie replies tboughtfully, ' Ithink 
SamueVs a very nice name; or Abraham^ 
Birdie. Ob yes ; let's call her Abraham /' 

Birdie nods assent. 

'And where shall we keep Abraham ?' she 
asks. * Nurse Nelly won't have her indoors 
until she's washed, Fm sure, Bobbie.* 

' Won't the old hen-house do V says Bobbie, 
looking round him. 'I can't think of any- 
where else.' 

' Well, it would/ says Birdie ; ' for there are 
no fowls there now. Only there's no bed for 
her to sleep in there.' 

^She'll have to roost then/ says Bobbie 
decidedly ; ' the hens do.' 

Meanwhile little Folly has munched up her 
biscuits, and now sits on the grass looking 
about her with a satisfied grin on her face. 

Bobbie and Birdie come and seat themselves 
before her, but at a little distance, and enter 
at once upon a course of necessary parental 
instruction. 

' You're not Folly any longer now,* remarks 
Bobbie. 'Your name is to be Abraham 
now.' 
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' It beanH/ grins Polly, * That were grand- 
father's name afore they put him i' the*r 'ole.' 

' Birdie and I are yonr papa and mamma 
now; continues Bobbz>, taLg no notice of 
Polly's little speech. 

' Be yer V says Polly stolidly. ' An' what- 
hiver's that ?* 

' It's — it's — ' stammers Bobbie — ' a mamma 
is — a papa is — something very nice anyhow> 
Pol — ^Abraham.' 

' Master Bobbie ! Miss Birdie !' 

It is Nurse Nelly's voice. 

' It's dinner, Bobbie/ says Birdie. ' What 
shall we do with — Abraham ?' 

' I'll stop,' says Polly, answering for herself. 
* It's nice't here.' 

^But you'll want your dinner, Polly; and 
how are you to get it ?' asks Birdie. 

'There ain't none. I've Aeat it all fur 

break'us',' says Polly. 

* Birdie and me'U save you some of ours, if 

you'll stop till we come,' says Bobbie. 

' Papa'll bring you some dinner, Abraham.' 
Polly grins, and the hawk-like expression 

comes into her eyes once more. 
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' Master Bobbie I Miss Birdie I' calls Nurse 
Nelly's voice down the garden again^ rather 
impatiently this time^ and the children mn up 
to the cottage. 

Alas for poor Bobbie and the dinner he 
saves so cleverly for ' child Abraham !' When 
dinner is over. Nurse Nelly declares that for 
an hour at least the sun will be far too hot for 
the children to play in the garden that after- 
noon, and proposes a reading lesson instead. 

Bobbie groans aloud with vexation of spirit, 
and Birdie whispers to him that the rice- 
pudding in her pocket-handkerchief ' is drip- 
ping — ^just a very little.' But there is no help 
for it; so stifling their feelings of natural 
parental anxiety, both children reach down 
their books from the shelf and seat themselves 
reluctantly one on each side of Nurse Nelly; 

Fortunately Nelly's stock-in-hand of patience 
is a considerable one, for it is to be tried to the 
uttermost this afternoon. 

To add to the list of the children's mis- 
fortunes, it happens that the story to be read 
to-day is all about the troubles of a certain 
Polly ; and poor Bobbie blunders through it. 
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his thoughts out in the garden with the 
dinnerless Polly waiting there. Once or twice^ 
indeed^ he even substitutes 'Abraham^ for 
' Polly' as he reads^ which draws upon him a 
mild reproof on the score of inattention from 
Nurse Nelly. 

' 0-r-a-n-ge — Aorange/ says Nurse Nelly, as 
Bobbie spells the word slowly over. 

"Tisn't/ is Bobbie's not over-polite re- 
joinder. ' There isn't an "h ''.' 

'And did I say there was a "haitch/^ 
Master Robert ? Didn't I say horange plain 
enough?' asks Nurse Nelly, waxing slightly 
irate, and laying more stress than ever on the 
unfortunate letter in question. 

*Tou didn't say it right, Nelly,' persists 
Bobbie. ' Nelly, how do you like the name of 
Abraham V 

* Please to go on with your lessin. Master 
Bobbie,' says Nellie; 'and Pll see about 
answering questions afterwards.' 

So they go drearily on, until at last the 
lesson comes to an end ; the afternoon is grown 
cooler, and both children dart off into the 
garden. 
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But wliere is 'Abraham'? She has dis- 
appeared bodily. Not through the gate^ that 
is certain^ for it is still shut and bolted just as 
Bobbie left it. Not oyer the fencings for she 
is not tall enough to climb it. Where then is 
she? 

Bobbie and Birdie hunt up and down the 
little garden^ growing hot and tired in their 
search, until at last they come upon their 
adopted child snugly hidden away under the 
gooseberry-bushes^ picking and eating as fast 
as fingers and teeth can ply. 

' Oh, whatever will Nurse Nelly say 1' cries 
Bobbie, wrathfully tugging the culprit out of 
the bushes by her frock, in spite of active 
resistance on Polly's part. She has no mind 
to leave the cool^ green fruit she so rarely gets 
a chance of tasting. 

' What can you 'spect of children, Bobbie V 
says Birdie, quoting Nurse Nelly's words so 
often spoken with reference to herself and 
Bobbie. 

Little Polly is now safely conducted back to 
the grass under the palings, and the rice- 
pudding produced from Birdie's pocket in a 
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decidedly 'dripping' condition; from Bobbie's 
issae various other oddments, on wbicb little 
Polly is regaled. 

'Abraham/ says Bobbie, when Polly has 
disposed of all the eatables satisfactorily, 
' you are going to roost in the hen-house to- 
night. You won't be afraid, you know, 
because it's quite light, all night long now. 
We shall come and see you first thing next 
morning.' 

Polly stares with her mouth open, but says 
nothing. She has not the faintest idea of 
what Bobbie is trying to impress upon her. 

'Perhaps you'd better show her how to 
roost, Bobbie; I shouldn't think she knows,' 
remarks Birdie. 

' Well, perhaps I had ;' and Bobbie draws 
unresisting Polly into the hen-house, mounts 
the poles that cross it, and, after trying various 
positions, seats himself astride one. 

'It's rather hard/ he admits, descending 
again; 'but I don't think we can make it 
comfortabler. Anyhow, if Abraham does go 
to sleep here, she won't have very far to 
tumble.' 
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All tbis time litfcle P0II7 has been staring 
stolidly before ber — seeing notbing, bearing 
notbing, caring notbing— and wben at lengtb 
sbe does turn round, look about ber^ and listen 
— Bobbie and Birdie bave vanisbed. 

Little Polly tries to open tbe ben*bouse 
door^ but find it latcbed from tbe outside. 
Then she perches herself on one of tbe roost-, 
ing-poles, and waits to see what will happen 
next. 

How long she sits there 1 and still nobody 
comes ; at least, nobody except the pale, clear^ 
round moon, that peeps down at her from the 
sky. 

The night air grows sharp and chill. Little 
Bobbie and Birdie have bad their noses snugly 
between the blankets for some time past. 
They are dreaming pleasant dreams by now, 
in which the poor, cold, shivering Abraham 
outside plays a prominent part. 

Nine o'clock has struck on the kitchen 
clock, and died away. Suddenly an awful 
shriek rings through tbe garden — ^then an- 
other, and another I 

Nurse Nelly looks up from ber needlework 
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at the first, stands on her feet at the second^ 
and at the third rashes out into the garden, 
and down to the hen-honse, whence the cries 
seemed to proceed. There to her horror she 
sees a little white-faced figare^ grim and 
ghastly in the moonlight^ clinging with small 
hands to the wire-fencing ; and from Polly's 
wide-open mouth these awful screams are 
issuing. 

Nelly speedily opens the hen-house door^ 
and sets the unhappy little captive free. Then 
she carries her to her own home, where Big 
Polly has just arrived, after a long day's 
charing at some distance^ greatly alarmed to 
find Little Polly missings and greatly delighted 
to have her safe at home again. 

Well^ there is only the result of this misad- 
venture next morning left me to tell you. 

Bobbie and Birdie find to their great sor- 
row that adopted children are complete 
bilures^ and they wisely resolve to give up 
the idea for the future. 

' Only-^when I have childrem of my ovm/ 
says Bobbie^ ' I shall call them all '^ Abra- 
ham'!" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

NUB8B NBLLt's TROUBLES ABOUT ' BDDICATION.' 

* Pray, in tby daily distresses ; 

Pray, in thy trouble and care ; 
Surely fie answers and blesses 
The lowliest whisper of prayer.' 

Hot tears fall upon Narse Nelly's work as she 
sits sewing in the kitchen one eyening, after 
the children have gone to bed and the house 
is quiet. Something is troubling her very 
much. 

It is this. Nurse Nelly is beginning to feel, 
after several fruitless struggles with Bobbie 
and Birdie's lessons, that she is ' no scholard/ 
as she terms ib. Bobbie has half proved to 
her that she doesn't even know how to read 
correctly; and as for grammar and French, 
they are as far above her head as the stars are 
above this green world of ours 1 

What is to be done ? The children must be 
taught. Nurse Nelly has made up her mind to 
that s the only question is — How ? 

' They shan't go to that there Board school,' 
say Nurse Nelly's thoughts; 'leamin' words 
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to see who it is, and sees a young girl with a 
very sweet, loving face bending over him. 

' Sister Marion, T guess !* says Bobbie. 

* Brother Bobbie, I guess !' replies the girl, 
laughing very merrily. Then she folds Birdie 
in her arms, and the kissing process is repeated. 

' Now you must come in and see mamma,' 
says Marion. ' She has put on her best cap to 
do honour to the young gentleman in the 
'' lady-bird suit.'' Nurse will find her way to 
the housekeeper's room with baby, where Mrs. 
HoUins will make her very comfortable,' 

And Marion, taking the children's hands, 
dances into the drawing-room with them, and 
up to a dear little old lady who sits knitting 
away in a crimson arm-chair with the white 
hair and dainty queen-like face that Bobbie 
admires so much. She puts down her work 
now, and takes both children into her arms, 
kissing them warmly. 

Bobbie's attention having been drawn to 
Mrs. Earle's head-dress, put on in his honour, 
he feels himself bound in common politeness 
to make some remark upon it suitable to the 
occasion. So, after standing before her for a 
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few moments^ thoughtfully inspecting it^ he 
says gravely : 

'Yes, I should have known that was your 
best one wifchout being told, Mrs. Earle. Ton 
look beautif uUer than ever in it !' 

Then Marion makes a rush at him, and 
declares that 'he will make mamma quite 
conceited, and that will never do ? 

Bobbie and Birdie take possession of two 
small chairs, one on each side of the old lady, 
into which they fit so literally, that when 
Bobbie gets up he carries his chair with him, 
like a snail her house ! 

Then they both watch preparations being 
made for tea, with evident interest and satis- 
faction, to judge by the remarks they make 
upon the subject. 

'Ah, Fm glad to see cakes!* remarks 
Bobbie, with the air of an epicure. 

'Bobbie hasn't had any cakes since Anne 
went away,' explains Birdie. ' I'm glad, too !' 

' Hurrah ! — ^jam ? cries Bobbie. ' I'm so 
tired of having only bread-and-butter 1* 

' Bobbie's very fond of jam, you know,' ex- 
plains Birdie ; ' and so am I.' 

6-2 



d 



84 Bobbie and Birdie, 

' Wbat's that cJelicious-looking staff in the 
dish she's bringing in V exclaims Bobbie ex- 
cifcedly. ' Strawberries-and-cream ? Oh, I 
say!' 

*We never have anything nice at home 
now,' says Birdie. 'Nurse Nelly is always 
talking about " things costing money." Why, 
we only had broth and rice-pudding for dinner 
to-day !' 

'And Nurse Nelly didn't even have that, 
adds Bobbie. ' She put all the broth on our 
plates, and she only had bread-and-cheese left 
for herself.' 

' What a good, kind Nurse Nelly she must 
be, Bobbie !' says Mrs. Barle. 

'Yes,' says Bobbie; 'she is — very! But 
she's terribly provoking sometimes !' he adds, 
with something of a sigh. 

'When is that?' asks Marion, helping 
Bobbie to a plateful of strawberries-and-cream. 

' Well, it isn't her fault, poor thing !* says 
Bobbie, with his mouth full of the sweet fruit. 
'But you see, sister Marion, Nelly's no 
" scholard," and when she tries to take pur 
lessons, she can't get on a bit. She puts in 
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her '^h^s^' and leaves them out just where 
she oughtn't ; and she's never even heard of 
" Je suis, tu est, il est." She cries about it 
sometimes, and makes her eyes red/ 

^ Poor Nurse Nelly !' says Mrs. Barle. * And 
you call her provoking because she has not 
learnt French, do you, Bobbie V 

' It isn't only that, Mrs. Barle,' says Bobbie ; 
' but she can't answer any questions we ask 
her about anything, except Baby Hetty. And 
there's nobody to ask except her now 1' 

* What questions do you want to ask, little 
boy V says Father Barle kindly. He has come 
in for a little rest with his sister, after a long, 
tiring day's work. 

' Oh, a great many,' says Bobbie eagerly. 
' For one thing. Birdie and me want so much 
to know why Jesus took away Aunt Hester, 
when Birdie and me had asked Him so often 
to make her well again ?' 

Bobbie waits for an answer, with his big 
eyes, grave and earnest now, fixed on Father 
Barle's face. 

' Little boy,' says the old priest very ten- 
derly, ' when you asked our Blessed Lord to 
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make Aunt Hester well, didn^t you want Him 
to do it in the best way — His own way V 

' I didn't know there were more ways than 
one/ answers Bobbie ; ' and so that would be 
the best.* 

'God has many ways of answering our 
prayers, my child,' says the old priest softly. 
' We can't always see or know about them, 
that's all ; and so we have to trust Him for 
them. He has answered your prayer in the 
best way, Bobbie. He has taken Aunt Hester 
to be with Him ; He has made her quite well 
for ever, my child/ 

' I see !' says Bobbie, nodding his head, 
with a bright intelligent look in those earnest 
eyes of his. 'Jesus did listen, you see. 
Birdie.' 

While Father Earle has been answering 
little Bobbie's question, Marion has slipped 
down on to a stool by her mother's side, and 
they are talking together in low voices, with 
frequent glances at the children. 

' I know I can manage to spare the time, 
mother,' Bobbie hears Marion say. ' May I 
try?' 
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' By all means, love,' her mother answers ; 
' if the nurse is willing.' 

' I will go and see/ 

Marion slips out of the room, but soon 
returns with Baby Hetty laughing and crow- 
ing in her arms, and a very triumphant look 
on her face. 

'Nurse Nelly is only too glad, mother,* she 
says joyfully. 'Now, Brother Bobbie and 
Sister Birdie, what do you say to Sister Marion 
as governess ? I don't profess to be a " scho- 
lard,'' Bobbie ; but I think we can manage 
''Je suis, tu es, il est." Nurse Nelly pro- 
mises to let you come to me for lessons every 
morning, so long as it doesn't rain cats and 
dogs ! What do you say V 

' I say it's jolly !' cries Bobbie, delighted. 

' JTm very glad !' says Birdie, clasping her 
hands. 

And so Nurse Nelly's prayer finds an 
answer, and her troubles with regard to the 
children's ' eddication ' sink for ever into the 
bottom of the sea. No visions of importunate 
School Board ' 'Bpectres ' any longer haunt her 
dreams by night, nor does the sense of her 
own 'iggeranoe ' trouble IolOt fiiNJirai^^^ ^^* 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BIO POLLY. 

* Two little bright-eyed children, 
With their hearts of love and glee, 
Come as ministering Angels 
To the home of poverty.' 

Tm clemm'd, I am — right clemmed! — and 
mother's clemmed too ! We ain't had nuffink 
sin' t'other mornin', Bean't there no more o' 
them biscuits, think ye V 

Bobbie and Birdie are shelling peas under 
the shade of the garden-palings; but they 
both turn round on hearing the voice, and 
there stands little Polly on the other side of 
the fence, peering at them through a chink. 

The two children stare at her for a little 
while, as though she were a being from 
another world; her face is so drawn and 
thin, and her eyes seem to stand half out of 
her head, with oh, such a strange wild glare 
in them. 

Little Polly repeats her words more plain- 
tively than ever. 
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' I^m nigh clemm'd to death/ she whines. 
' Ain't yer got nuffinh to eat V 

* Fancy not having anything to eat, Bobbie !' 
says Birdie, her blue eyes full of compassionate 
tears, ' What can we do for little Polly ? 
Nelly is gone to the shop with Baby Hetty, 
and the house-door is locked. How can we 
get her something to eat V 

' 1 know,' says Bobbie, ' I'll climb in through 
the kitchen window, and get some bread for 
her/ and Bobbie is ofE like a shot. 

'Why haven't you had anything to cat, 
Polly V asks Birdie. ' Hasn't your mother 
any money left to buy things V 

A frightened look comes into little Polly's 
white face as Birdie speaks of her mother; 
and she answers slowly : 

'Mother's nowhere — ^leastways she thinks 
she's everywhere — ^and she don't know nuffink. 
An' she don't speak, 'cept about what she don't 
know — all of a heaj) like ! An' she's kickin' 
out drefEul, so as I dursn't go nigh her 1' and 
Polly ends with sobs and tears. 

Birdie, too, looks very troubled. 

'Your mother must be dreadfully ill — or 
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sometliing bad^' she says. 'PU ask Bobbie 
what we'd better do when he comes back. 
Bobbie knows more than anybody else^ I 
think. Don't you cry any more, little Polly/ 

Bobbie soon appears with a great hunch of 
bread, which Polly clutches at eagerly, and 
begins to devour at once. Meanwhile Birdie 
tells him all she can gather from little Polly's 
incoherent words, of big Polly's condition. 

' Yes ; she's ill, no doubt !* is Bobbie's 
prompt rejoinder. 'We'll go and see her, 
poor thing ! You'll not be afraid of her 
kicking if i'm there — will you, Birdie ?' 

' No^o/ says Birdie, just a little doubtfully. 

' She were up wi' her fis'ses at me, she 
were !' says Polly, with her mouth full. ' An' 
her face is all red and sco'tched like. An' she's 
for ever speakin' that loud, she is.' 

' Come along, Birdie. Let's go before we 
get too frightened,' says Bobbie courageously ; 
and Birdie puts her hand in his with a pale 
but resolute face. 

Bobbie opens the gate, and they are fairly 
outside now. 

'Don't be afraid,' he whispers to Birdie. 
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' You know Jesus M never let us be kicked^ 
would He ?' 

'No/ says Birdie; 'Fm not very much 
frightened now, Bobbie.' 

The cottage door stands wide open, and they 
enter the miserable little kitchen. Polly fol- 
lows, still gnawing at her hunch of bread. 

They can hear a voice speaking very fast 
upstairs, in a high, unnatural key, now and 
then rising to a shrill scream. 

Bobbie leads Birdie up the broken ladder 
which does duty for a staircase, and little 
Polly creeps up after them. 

At the top the children find themselves in 
a long, low chamber, with a sloping roof, dimly 
lighted by one small window. The plaster 
floor is all uncarpeted, and in places where it 
has fallen through there is quite a good view 
of the room below. A broken chair, an old 
table, and a mattress in one corner, are the 
only furniture of that miserable room. 

On the mattress, beneath a ragged coverlet, 
lies a worn and wasted woman, with flushed 
face and rolling eyes, speaking loud and 
rapidly, and now and then waving her arma 
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violently to and fro in the air. This is big 
Polly— little Poll/s mother. 

'Now — ain't you scared?^ whispers little 
Polly, who stands behind the children, ready 
to bolt at once should her mother recommence 
kicking operations. 

' My !* cries the sick woman, staring hard at 
the ceiling. ' They^re all mussed ag*in— every 
one on 'em ! I'll have *em all to wash ag'in 
over-night; an' how'U I ever get home to 
my Polly ? . . . Eh, dear ! they're creepin', an' 
crawlin*, an* scrapin' all over my bed ! The 
rats ! Catch 'em — catch 'em ! Oh, that gre't 
black un ! its tail's settin' the chimbley a-fire, 
an' the bed's burnin' ! ... Its tail ! Didn't yer 
see it all a-blazin' ? Polly, child, your frock'U 
catch next, an' it's your only one! ... Eh, I 
carCt wash 'em out, Mrs. Clark ; I couldn't if it 
was ever so. It ain't kind in you to axe me. 
If yer did but know how bad my head do 
ache ye wouldn't axe me ! . . . Fetch water, 
Polly ! — water ! Put the fire out ! It's creep- 
in' along, an' it'll burn me alive i' the bed 1 . . . 
Water I water ! water 1' 

Then ^he turns over on the mattress with 
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her face toward the children^ and stares at 
them with eyes that see nothing. How 
parched and dry are her lips ! How burning 
with fever-heat her face ! 

' Fetch some water, Polly/ whispers Birdie. 
' Quick r 

' I bean't a-goin' nigh her,' says Polly dog- 
gedly ; ' I bean't agoin' to hev' her a-kickin' 
an' scrattin' on me ag*in, I tell yer !' 

' You needn't/ says Bobbie. ' Only fetch it, 
or she will die !* 

Polly scampers off down the ladder, and 
soon returns with a broken pitcher full of 
water, which she gives into Bobbie^s hands. 

Bobbie stoops down by the side of the mat- 
tress, and with trembling fingers — ^for he feels 
very much frightened, though he would not 
own it — puts it to the sick woman's lips. 

Eagerly she drinks, and the poor, parched 
mouth grows cool and moist. When Bobbie 
takes away the jug, her eyes have almost lost 
their wild look, and she fixes them on him 
speaking quite naturally. 

'You're the only one as is kind to poor 
Polly,' she says. ' I believe Pd have died but 
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for that blessed water. May Heaven above 
reward you for it, little gentleman !' 

'I don't know about that,' says Bobbie^ 
puzzled ; ' it was your own water, you know, 
and your Polly fetched it. Birdie and me are 
glad you're better.' 

'If you'd only see for the doctor!' moans 
big Polly. ' I'd send little Polly, only she'd 
be safe not to find him. I can't tell what's 
come to me; I'm all in pain — burning I' 

' Go, Bobbie,' says little Birdie bravely ; 
' and I'll stay. I'm not a bit afraid now.' 

' You wouldn't like to kick my Birdie, or 
frighten her, big Polly, would you?' asks 
Bobbie, as he disappears down the crazy ladder. 

'No, no,' moans the sick woman; 'I ain't 
wild now. Only go quick, and bring the 
doctor !' 

' Wouldn't you like something to eat ?' asks 
Birdie, gathering courage, and coming round 
to the sick woman's bedside; 'Little Polly 
said you were " clemm'd." ' 

'I ain't tasted a crust o' bread of a long 
while,' murmurs big Polly. ' Perhaps I could 
manage to swallow a bit/ 
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Birdie takes the bread from little PoU/s 
reluctant hands, and feeds the sick woman 
with small broken pieces; but she can only 
take a few mouthfals. 

'I'm 80 sorry for you I' says tender-hearted 
little Birdie ; ' but you know, if it is right for 
you, Jesus will make you well soon. It wasn't 
right for my mamma, though,' she adds with 
a sigh. 

' Who is Jesus, little lady V asks the sick 
woman. ' I ain't got no friends of my own — 
none in all the world as I knows of !' 

' Jesus Christ is the dear Son of Gtoi/ an- 
swers Birdie reverently; 'and didn't you know 
that He is your friend, too ? How funny ! 
Well, He 18 ; and He's sent Bobbie and me to 
help you to-day, and He'll send Mr. Smith 
soon. Didn't you know that ? And you've 
only got to tell Him just all you want, and 
He'll do it for you. I wonder you didn't ask 
Him to help you not to kick this morning ! 
you frightened little Polly ever so ! ' 

'You ask Him to make me better, and to 
see to my little Polly while I am,' murmurs 
the sick woman, clasping her hands. 
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Birdie hesitates not a moment. Kneeling 
down by the miserable mattress^ her tiny hands 
make the sign of the cross^ and she prays in 
her ovm simple child-language : ' Please^ dear 
Jesus up in heaven^ big Polly wants me to 
ask You to make her better, if You think it's 
the best thing (she^s forgotten to ask You 
before). And please take care of her little Polly 
until she's well enough to take care of her 
herself, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.' 
' Thank ye, little lady ; thank ye,' whispers 
big Polly, and Birdie is astonished to see the 
tears rolling down her poor, thin cheeks. 

' Don't cry,' says little Birdie, in great dis- 
tress ; ' I didn't mean to make you cry.' 

'It isn't you,' sobs big Polly. 'It's all 
along o' Him sendin' you to help me when I 
was like to die — without me so much as 
thinkin' to ask Him ! And I reckon He'll 
have to take care o' me and my little Polly 
pretty well as long as we both lives. We 
ain't got no other Friend, we ain't ! I was a 
Catholic once, and could say a prayer like yon, 
missie, then ; but I was no but little^ and I 
forgot all about religion now.' 
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' But you'll begin to remember about it now, 
won't you?' says little Birdie. 'When you 
get well, you'll go to Mass, and take little 
Polly, won't you ?' 

Before big Polly can reply, the door of the 
attic opens, and Mr. Smith, ushered in by 
Bobbie, enters the miserable room. His first 
glance at big Polly's face shows him that she 
is in a burning fever. He bids the children 
run home at once ; adding, ' Tell Nurse Nelly 
where you've been, and that the woman has a 
fever. You have run great risk in coming 
here, but you have probably been the means of 
saving this poor creature's life. Tell Nurse, 
too, that I will look in on her presently.' 

Bobby and Birdie obey, and repeat Mr. 
Smith's message to Nurse Nelly, who has 
returned from the shop, word for word. 
Nurse Nelly's face grows very pale as she 
listens. She does not even scold the children 
for having ventured beyond the garden during 
her absence ; she only sinks down on a chair 
and covers her face with her hands. 

'The Lord above only knows what is to 
become of us !' she groans. ' You're safe to 
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take the feyer, both of you, let alone baby— 
and she just in trouble with teething ! What- 
ever shall I do f Whatever shall I do ?' 

And poor Nurse Nelly's heart is very heavy 
that day, and for many a day to come. 



CHAPTER X. 

BABT HBTTT* 



' She took the cup of life to sip. 

Too bitter 'twas to drain ; 
She meekly put it from her lip, 
And went to sleep again.' 

BiBDiE awakes one morning, feeling very hot, 
vei^y cross, very thirsty, and very miserable ! 
All through the night, though she does not 
know it. Nurse Nelly has been by her bedside, 
watching her little flushed face and restless 
tossing in her sleep, with an anxious heart. 
Little Birdie has got the fever. 

Nurse Nelly gives her a sweet, soothing 
drink, smooths the hot bedclothes about her, 
and cheers her up with some bright words. 

Bobbie's cot no longer stands in its place 
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beside Birdie^s. It has been moved away into 
another room^ so that Bobbie may escape the 
fever if possible. Only Baby Hetty^s cradle 
is there still ; and in it lies Baby Hetty, wail- 
ing piteonsly, for she has canght the dreadfal 
fever as well as Birdie. 

Poor Birdie^s head is aching very badly. 
Sometimes it gives a great jump of pain, and 
Birdie cries quietly to herself with it. There 
is a fire burning within it, and she tosses over 
and over in bed, while Nurse Nelly stands 
by, patiently straightening the coverlets every 
time, and soothing her with words almost as 
loving and gentle as those her own mother 
might have spoken. 

Like a little restless spirit, Bobbie flits up 
and down the passage outside. He is very 
unhappy without his Birdie, and does not 
know what to do. 

Presently Nurse Nelly comes out of Birdie's 
room, and tells him to run as fast as he can 
and fetch Mr. Smith. 

Bobbie goes at once. But before Mr. Smith 
arrives. Birdie has fallen asleep. 

Only Baby Hetty keeps' up that pitiful wail; 
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and Nurse Nelly carries her up and down the 
room in her arms^ singing a soft lullaby. 

Ah ! if Baby Hetty could get to sleep and 
forget her pain ! 

But no ! those heavy eyelids will not close^ 
and the sad little wail continues. 

By-and-by Nurse Nelly hears the doctor^s 
step on the stairs. She cannot leave Baby 
Hetty to go to him ; but he finds his way up- 
stairs^ and enters the room at last. 

Bobbie is not with him^ and great fears at 
once fill poor anxious Nurse Nelly's mind 
about him. 

' Master Bobbie— Master Bobbie I Where 
is he, sir ? He hasn't fallen ill, has he — that 
you've left him behind ?* questions Nurse Nelly. 

' He is in excellent hands (my Mrs. Cuddles, 
Nelly !), and in capital health and spirits. 
She made me promise to leave him with her ; 
and so, if you'll kindly make me up a bundle of 
the clothing he requires, I should like to keep 
him until we get this illness out of the house. 
You have more than enough to occupy you 
now, and my Mrs. Cuddles is delighted to 
have a child to see to once more t' 
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Nurse Nelly sees the trufcli of the dootor^s 
words, and she consents to let Bobbie st^iy 
under Mrs. Cuddles^ care for a while. 

'You don't think baby's took the fever 
very bad, do you, sir?' she asks, watching 
with a heavy heart the anxious look that steals 
over the doctor's face as he bends over the 
wailing child in her arms : ' not very bad with 
it, is she V 

'Baby has taken the fever badly, I fear,' 
Mr. Smith answers gravely; 'but, with God's 
help, we will bring her through. Most con- 
stant care and incessant watching she will 
need for the next few days. Fortunately little 
Birdie has taken it only slightly.' 

' The little dear baby !' says Nurse Nelly 
half to herself ; ' often and often I've noticed 
a look on its face of heaven, like as if she 
wasn't meant long for this world I She's 
such a delicate little thing, sir, and has been 
from her birth. She never was so strong 
as the other two.' 

' Courage, Nelly ; courage !' says the doctor 
cheerfully. 
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Meanwhile Bobbie is sitting perched up on 
the broad window-seat of the doctor's con- 
sulting room, and in an arm-chair by his 
side is Mrs. Cuddles, a stout old lady, with a 
face quite full to overflowing of smiles and 
good-nature. 

There has been perfect silence for some 
considerable time between the two. Mrs. 
Cuddles is counting over in her mind the 
number of years since there has been a small 
boy in the house before Bobbie (excepting, of 
course, those little boys who have been sent 
by their parents for the doctor, or the doctor's 
physic) ; and Bobbie is trjring to think of 
something to talk about. The young gentle- 
man is not partial to golden silence. 

Presently a bright idea occurs to him, 

' Mrs. Cuddles I' he begins. 

' Yes, my dearie V 

'You make cakes here sometimes, don't 
you ? Do you think we might have some for 
tea ? — not seeds, please !' 

' Ay, my dear — that you shall I* answers 
the old housekeeper; ^and anything else as 
you desire, lovey !' 
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' You don't mind abont things '' costing 
money,*' do you V asks Bobbie. * Nurse 
Nelly does ; she's always talking about it.' 

'Well, no — I don't suppose I do — not a 
very deal/ replies Mrs. Cuddles thoughtfully. 
' But then it isn't my money as goes for the 
cakes. Master Bobbie, and that makes a 
difference.' 

' Of course !' assents Bobbie, his respect 
for Mrs. Cuddles and the cakes increasing 
every moment. 

'Do you know, my dear,' says the old 
housekeeper, *now I come to think, it's 
six year, this blessed day, since ever a 
little lad like you has trod these floors. To 
think o' that ! An' me, too — as loves to hear 
their merry voices, and the patter of their 
little feet, bless 'em I' 

' Six years is a long time, isn't it ?' re« 
marks Bobbie thoughtfully. ' I suppose that 
last little boy'll be about grown up by now, 
won't he — ^perhaps as old as Mr. Smith? — 
Mrs. Cuddles I' 

' WeU, lovey, what is it ?' 

' Isn't Mr. Smith old enough for a wife yet ?' 
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'Well, yes, my dear; I should say so/ 
answers Mrs. Cuddles, smiling. 

'Then why doesn't he get one?' in- 
quires Bobbie. ' Hasn't anybody asked him 
yet?' 

' Well, my dear,' says Mrs. Cuddles^ greatly 
amused, 'seeing you're so anxious he should 
marry, you'd better find a wife for him.' 

' Well, I will !' and Bobbie turns over in 
his mind the list of his eligible lady acquaint- 
ances. ' I should have liked Mrs. Earle for 
him best,' he says at last. 'But then, you 
see, Captain Earle's got her when he's at 
home j and she's p'r'aps a little old, isn't she ? 
Then there's Marion — only I rather wanted 
her myself when IVe grown big enough ; but 
I'll give her up to him if he likes. Or Nurse 
Nelly — only he'd have to wait till Baby 
Hetty's got old enough to do without her. 
Or he might have big Polly. She iB rather 
ugly, to be sure ; but it 'ud be a very good 
thing for her and little Polly ! Oh, Mrs. 
Cuddles ! do just get up a moment and look 
at that beautiful carriage with the brown 
horses in it, and the man, and that pretty 
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little girl with blue ribbons in her hat ! Do 
you know who it is V 

' I fancy it's the new gentleman that's taken 
the Grange, my dear,' says Mrs. Cuddles, 
when the carriage has passed out of sight; 
' and her with the blue ribbons'll be his little 
girl. I've heard the master say as he's a 
great artist-painter, as draws pictures for the 
love of 'em, 'cause he's got no end o' money. 
He's got some of his fine pictures in th' 
Academy (and depend upon it, that*8 some- 
where grand, by the way master spoke it; 
I wouldn't go for to say that it isn't in f urrin 
lands, myself). He's coming into these parts 
with the purpose of taking some likenesses 
of the trees in the forest. Folks thinks a 
deal of our forest. Master Bobbie !' 

' Of course !' says Bobbie proudly. ' Is 
your Mr. Smith a great friend of his ?' 

^ Well, not to say a great friend, I should 
say,' answers Mrs. Cuddles; 'Mr. Gardiner 
(that's the new gentleman at the Grange) 
picked up an acquaintance somewhere in one 
o' them London hospitals with our doctor, it's 
my belief 
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^1 should like to get to know that little 
girl/ says Bobbie. ' I like her hat with the 
blue ribbons very much ! My Birdie has black 
ribbons on hers, and it's not nearly so pretty. 
When will Birdie be well again, Mrs. Cuddles V 

* Soon, I hope, Master Bobbie — ^if it please 
God/ 

* Oh, Mrs. Cuddles V says Bobbie, in a very 
troubled voice; 'Pve quite forgotten to tell 
Him that she's ill. I ought to have asked 
Him about making her well long ago F 

' Never mind, my dearie V comforts Mrs. 
Cuddles ; ' He knows all about it. He knows 
all we want afore ever we put it in words. 
The Lord'U make little Miss Birdie well very- 
soon ; don't you fret V 

* Vm not/ says Bobbie. ' But please, Mrs. 
Cuddles, if you wouldn't mind showing me 
the little room with the pink bed you said I'm 
to have while I'm here, I think I'll just go 
and tell Jesus about my Birdie. Even if He 
docs know. He'll like to hear all about it from 
me. And I can't tell Him down here, because 
I keep thinking about all the people and 
horses that pass.' 
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^ Well, you are a queer little lad, if ever 
there was one !' exclaims Mrs. Cuddles ; but 
she puts down her knitting, and takes Bobbie 
upstairs into the sweetest and dearest little 
bedroom that ever a small boy slept in. 
Fresh white dimity curtains hang round the 
window. On the wall-paper pink cherubs 
hover leisurely over wreaths of green leaves 
and blue flowers ; and there stands the afore- 
mentioned little bed, draped with pink rose- 
buds and cherry ribbons. 

' Oh !' is all Bobbie can find words for as 
Mrs. Cuddles ushers him into the room ; and 
then she leaves him there to tell the Lord 
Jesus about his little cousin, sick and suffer- 
ing at home. 

When Bobbie comes downstairs again, he 
finds Mr. Smith in >he dining-room waiting 
dinner for him. 

The doctor has brought a bundle of clothing 
for Bobbie — 'lady-bird suit' not excepted. 
True, Nurse Nelly had insisted upon putting 
in ' black-beetles ' too ; ' but we needn^t wear 
it, you know, Bobbie/ Mr, Smith says. 

After dinner Bobbie goes the round of the 
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hoase^ retaming at last to the dispensary^ 
where Mr. Smith's boy is busy making decoc- 
tions in bottles, and arranging labels. 

' You're " Tom/' aren't you V says Bobbie, 
addressing the lad. ' Yes ! Mr. Smith has 
often told us about you. You put the wrong 
bottles in the basket one day, didn't you ? 
and so Mr. Smith very nearly gave old 
Hodding some stuff that he oughtn't to have 
had ! And — oh, yes ! — ^you're the boy that 
he calls " the nearest 'pproach to an idiot," 
arn't you V 

The boy grins, and Bobbie seats himself on 
a high stool, whence he watches the mixing 
with intense interest, and helps to stick on 
some of the labels. 

Bobbie and Tom soon become firm friends 
over their work, and finally Bobbie even goes 
so far as to promise Tom that he will bring 
Birdie to see him some day when she is well 
again. 

'I suppose you've never seen a little g^l 
before ?' says Bobbie. 

Tom admits that he has; indeed, that he 
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has sisters of his own at homOj of all shapes 
and sizes. 

'Well, anyway/ conclades Bobbie, 'youVe 
never seen a girl Ji^lf so beautiful as my 
Birdie. Your sisters are nothing like her, of 
course !' 

Tom grins again. Then Bobbie tumbles ofE 
his stool, finds his way to the kitchen, and 
stands with feeUngs of mingled awe and de- 
light before a whole row of cakes, ranging from 
one end of the long dresser to the other. He 
attempts to count all the currants visible on 
one, but stops breathless before he has got 
quite half round it ; and oh ! what a hidden 
wealth of currant, plum, and candied peel must 
it not contain besides! Bobbie feels con- 
vinced that Mrs. Cuddles ought to be deeply 
thankful that she will not have to defray the 
expenses of those glorious cakes. 

'I only wish my Birdie could have some 
too !* he says. 

' She couldn't eat 'em, poor little dear, if 
she had I' answers Mrs. Cuddles ; ' but Tom 
is going to take a little egg-pudding, nice 
and light, up to the cottage by-and-by. I 
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straight in me^ when I did things as I 
shouldn't — ''sin/' I s'pose. And God didn't 
like it^ so He made me feel nncomfor'ble- 
like. An' how'il we get onr hearts washed^ 
miss ?' 

' How does mother make joar frocks clean 
when they gefe dirty, Polly ?' 

'I 'ad but one till this 'ere one corned,' 
answers little Polly; 'an' when that were 
dutty, she tuck soap an' warter till 't/ 

'And the water made your fi*ock clean,' 
continues Marion. ' Well, it is just so that 
our hearts must be washed to make them 
clean from sin. Can you tell me the name of 
the first washing our souls receive, Nelly V 

* Baptism/ answers Nelly. 

' Tell little Polly what Baptism is. Birdie,' 
says Marion. 

' To be washed by the priest in the Name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost,' Birdie says slowly. * In Baptism we 
are forgiven the sin born in us, and any sins 
that we have done besides ; and we are made 
God's children, and members of His Church.' 

' Do you understand, little Polly V Marion 
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asks, gazing sorrowfully at the poor little 
neglected child to whom these first truths of 
religion are so new and strange. 

'Sommut/ answers little Polly. 'I'd like 
to be weshed — my heart, I mean. Is it them 
people as has clean hearts asll go to live i' 
that beautiful place as little master and missie 
tell^t me on; where they see God, and has 
white frocks, an' crowns on their heads, an' 
where there's the music an' the singin', an' 
where the Lord Jesus and her as is called Our 
Lady lives always ?' 

'Yes, that is it,' says Marion. 'I shall 
speak to Father Earle about you, little Polly, 
and we must have you made a little Catholic' 

' So as I'll be weshed !' answers little Polly. 
' I^d like to go to that grand place some day — 
ever so ! An' will there be buttons all shiuiu' 
to my white frock there, think ye ?' 

Bobbie shakes his head vigorously at little 
Polly, but she is not to be daunted. 

' Now we are going to talk about Confes- 
sion — how we may get the sins we commit 
after Baptism forgiven,' says Marion ; ' and I 
hope everybody will ask '^ Why ?" a great 
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many times. We will all try to answer the 
'' whys." What is Confession, Bobbie V 

' It is to accuse ourselves of our sins to a 
priest/ answers Bobbie, ' Why V 

' When you have done something that Nurse 
Nelly told you not, it makes you feel * 

^ XJncomfor^ble,' interrupts Bobbie, who is 
well acquainted with the feeling. 

'Yes, and unhappy, because you have 
grieved her. But when you have confessed it 
— told it all to nurse — and she has forgiven 
you, and told you to think no more about it, 
you feel happy and comfortable again ?' 

' Oh, very !' says Bobbie decidedly. 

'And just so, when God's little children 
have sinned against Him and grieved His 
love, their first thought is to tell Him all 
about it, and how sorry they are. They can't 
go directly to Him, but He has put His priest 
in His own place to listen to them, and to for- 
give them in His Name. Confession takes 
away our sins and makes us happy. That is 
'' why,^' Bobbie. And how many things have 
we to do to prepare for Confession, Birdie V 

' Four things,' answers Birdie. 



An Experiment Tried on Little Polly. 129 

' And the first is, '' We must heartily pray 
to God for His grace to help us." Why must 
we do that, Bobbie ?' 

' Well, because we can't do anything without 
Him/ says Bobbie decidedly. ' Tve tried if 
I could keep good without Him for a very 
little time — ^just to see, you know; but I 
couldn^t. We can't do the leastest thing 
without God. And then we've got to get our 
" being sorry '^ from God, 'cos it belongs to 
Him. We can't feel a bit sorry for being 
naughty, if we don't get our " being sorry " 
from Him. And we can't know how naughty 
we are, unless God shows us ourselves/ 

'Quite right, Bobbie. And what is the 
next thing we must do. Ermine V 

' We must carefully examine our conscience/ 
says Ermine, the lawyer's little daughter. 

' Yes. Our hearts are like little houses, and 
we have to take care of them. Every day we 
should take conscience with us into them, like 
a broom, to sweep out all the dust and dirt. 
God's grace is like opening the windows of 
our hearts ; it lets light in on our sins. We 
must clean out aU the comers, and leave no 
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secret cupboards shat up with secret sins in 
tlieiD. Then very often we most bring the 
sins we' find to confession^ and have them all 
pat away, and a clean little heart-honse left^ 
in which God will love to come and dwell/ 

' Do you mean that we are to poke oat all 
the tcee sins we've ever done T asks Nelly 
Creitb. ' It would be so hard ; I don't think 
we could ever remember all. Would God be 
angry if we forgot something, Marion ?' 

' God doesn't ask us to do impossible things, 
nor even very hard things, when He says, 
'^Tell Me your sins, be sorry for them, and I 
will forgive you." We are not to go worrying 
ourselves because we tbink ^' There might be 
a sin here, but I can't find it ; or there, if I 
could orly see it !" So long as you would be 
sorry if you could find it, because it would 
grieve our dear Lord's Heart, then never 
mind. If it is there. He will find it and for- 
give it. We are only obliged to tell the big 
sins — mortal sins, that kill our souls. The 
others love and sorrow make us tell, so that 
we may be made happy by feeling quite sure 
that they are forgiven, and not hanging like 
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little black clouds between our souls and 
God/ 

' But how can we Tcnow always whether we 
have committed a mortal sin or not?^ asks 
Ermine. 

^ If you had on a clean white frock. Ermine, 
and you spilt some ink over it, would it not be 
very easy to count the black spots V 

'Yes, of course; I couldn't help seeing 
them/ 

'And so you can see at once, when God 
gives you His grace, whether your soul is 
stained by mortal sin. Don't you find it easy 
to know when you have grieved your mother. 
Ermine, by doing something very naughty 
that she has told you not ? Directly you have 
done the naughty act, I know your heart feels 
heavy because you love her, and conscience 
says, " You have done what mother told you 
not/' The next thought is, '' I have grieved 
her, though she loves me so much, and I love 
her." And the next, ''I must make it all 
right between mother and me by telling her I 
am very sorry, and that I will not do it again.' 
And then, of course, mother forgives and £q^« 
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gets. So with God^s little cliildreii. They 
know directly when they have wounded Him 
by mortal sin. It makes such a black stain 
on their souls. All the world seems black 
and dark to them. They miss God's smile. 
They dare not look up brightly into His Face, 
and tell Him how they love Him. Sin comes 
between until they are sorry — confess it, and 
it is forgiven — and everything made straight 
again. God^s little ones who love Him may 
be quite sure that, unless they know and feel 
it on their souls, they have not committed a 
mortal sin.' 

' How good it is of God to let us make it all 
straight with Him after we have grieved Him 
so many times !^ says Bab Gardiner, Bobbie's 
friend of the blue ribbons. ' Does everybody 
know how to come back to God when they 
have sinned, Miss Earle V 

Marion sighs as she answers : 

' The little children outside the Church do 
not know it. I wish they did ! They don't 
even know that there is any difference between 
one sin and another. They think that God 
will send them to hell for the smallest venial 
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sin. When they have sinned, they can only 
pray to God to forgive them, and try to hope 
that He has. They don't know certainly, as we 
do, that if we do our best to find oat our sins 
by the help of God's grace, to be sorry for 
and confess them, and promise to do better for 
the future, we come out of the Confessional 
forgiven — all clear between us and God ! I 
think it is this that makes Catholic children so 
light-hearted and happy. Their sins are not 
always weighing on their souls. They confess 
them, are forgiven, and start afresh with a 
good "courage. But the children outside the 
Church cannot be sure that they are forgiven, 
that they will go to heaven, unless they feel 
that they are saved; and when the poor, 
changeable feeling goes, they are miserable, if 
they care at all about their souls. Thank God 
very often, children, that you belong to the 
true Church, which alone gives you such help 
in saving your souls ; and pity and pray for 
the poor little ones without, that they may be 
brought in ! — But to go back to our subject, 
children. You must remember this, that it is 
not enough to stop at the second point of 
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examining our conscience, and piling all our 
sins together in a heap. Many people stop 
there, and are satisfied because they have 
made a clear list of their sins. Sut it is like 
sweeping all the litter and dirt and cobwebs 
of our heart-house into the middle of the 
rooms, and leaving it there. What an untidy 
dirty house it would be still ! We must sweep 
it all out, and have it thrown away. And so 
we come to the third thing we have to do to 
prepare for Confession — the most important 
thing — ^because nothing will be of any use 
without it. Tell me what it is I mean, Lennie 
Barnes Y 

'We must take time and care to make a 
good act of contrition/ answers Lennie. 

'Yes; no amount of poking about in our 
consciences for sins^ and arranging them all in 
good order in front of us — such, so many, so 
many times, so little, so big — is of any use 
without the "act of contrition" — ^the really 
being sorry for our sins. Then doa't let us 
spend all our time in piling our sins together, 
but in trying to be very sorry for them, so 
that they may be forgiven when we confess 
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them. Let us think : My sins have grieved 
my Father ; my sins have wounded the Sacred 
Heart of my dearest Lord ; my sins turn away 
the Holy Spirit from me ; my sins make my 
Guardian Angel hide his face and weep ; my 
sins hurt my own soul — the soul for which my 
dear Lord died, and which He wants to be 
good and true, so that it may see God in 
heaven always when I die/ 

' Must we tell God we are sorry out of a 
book, Miss Earle V asks Willie Barnes. ' 'Cos 
I can^t read nicely yet, and the words don't 
come out of me somehow, when I try to be 
sorry out of a book.' 

'Then don't use a book, Willie. If Our 
Lord were here, and you wanted to tell Him 
you were sorry for something you had done, 
should you tell Him so out of a book V 

'No, Miss Earle,' the little boy answers 
brightly. ' I see ! I should get on His knee, 
very close to Him, and say, "Dear Lord 
Jesus, I am so sorry. I won't do it any 
more.'" 

' And that is all He wants now, Willie. It 
is not the words, but the heart, that He cares 
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about. And now, chfldren, Willie has given 
us our fourth point. What is it ?* 

' We must resolve by the help of Grod to 
renounce our sins, and to begin a new life for 
the future,' says Bab Gardiner from her 
couch. 

' Yes ; we must make up our minds never to 
offend God by those sins again ; to put them 
right away from us ; to say, as Willie did, " I 
won't do it any more." What use would it be 
to confess our sins, and say with our lips '' I 
am sorry for them/' if all the while we say in 
our hearts, '' But I shall take no pains to pre- 
vent doing the same thiug again I" And now, 
children, just a word about Penance. It 
means doing whatever the priest gives us to 
do when we have confessed our sins. But that 
is not generally enough to satisfy God for all 
our sins, the Catechism tells us ; so we should 
add other penances to it.' 

^What sort of penances, Marion?' asks 
Bobbie. 

' Shelling peas for Nurse Nelly, when we 
want to be playing in the garden, Bobbie! 
Giving up our own will and way, when we want 
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to keep them. Nob always finding the easiest 

path for our feet to walk in, but the one which 

will bring God the greatest glory. Bearing 

our little everyday crosses so patiently that 

no one but our Guardian Angel, perhaps, sees 

that they are crosses. Helping to lift other 

people's crosses now and then. Trying always 

and in everything to be like our crucifixes, 

Bobbie. That is how we may do penance, 

children, for our sins, lay up treasure in heaven, 

and bring glory to our dear Lord.' 

Marion has no time to say more, for a hymn 

is given out, and the whole school rises, to 

sing— 

* We come to Thee, sweet Saviour ! 
Just because we need Thee so.' 

Little Polly's eyes glisten, and something 
like tears shine in them, as she listens to the 
many sweet voices singing : 

* We come to Thee, sweet Saviour I 

None will have us, Lord, but Thee ; 
And we want none but Jesus, 
And His grace that makes us free. 
O bountiful salvation I 
O life eternal won I 
O plentiful redemption I 
O Blood of Mary's Son !' 
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'Fm coming agin to that theer Sunday 
class o^ yourn,^ she announces to Bobbie and 
Birdie, as the children walk home together 
when school is over ; ' an' then maybe I'll hear 
a bit more o' Him as they call the Lord Jesus. 
I'd like to know a deal about Him !' 



CHAPTEE XII. 

LOST IN SHERWOOD FOREST. 

The long hot summer afternoon is passing 
away, and the cool of the delicious summer 
evening beginning to 'make itself felt very 
pleasantly. So think our two little friends, 
Bobbie and Birdie, as they sit in the tiny 
front garden of the cottage, and amuse them- 
selves with watching the passers-by. 

' I do wish there was something pleasant to 
do !' sighs Bobbie, fanning his very heated 
countenance with an elder-bough ; ' and that 
those tiresome gnats wouldn't tease so. 
Birdie !' 

'Well, I think it's nice enough to watch 
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the people/ says Birdie. 'Old Hodding's 
just been by with his donkey. I wish he 
didn^t beat it so, Bobbie ! Oh, who is that 
ugly boy, Bobbie, staring at us so hard V 

' I do believe it's the Doctor's Tom !' cries 
Bobbie, throwing aside his elder-bough, and 
springing to his feet and the railings with one 
bound. ' Holloa, Tom, where are you going 
to ? Here's my Birdie. Come and see her.' 

' I thought as it were you. Master Bobbie,' 
says Tom, coming up to the railings ; ' but I 
weren't right sartin about it. And so that's 
the little miss as you set such store on, is it ?' 

Tom's eyes fix themselves on Birdie's face 
inquisitively, until she turns quite shy, and 
would like to run away, only that Bobbie 
would scold her if she did such a thing. 

' Well,' asks Bobbie, much as if Tom were 
inspecting a pet animal of his, ' what do you 
think of her, Tom ?' And Tom's reply gives 
one much the same idea too. 

' Well, Master Bobbie, I should say she's a 
beautiful creetur'l' 

' You haven't told me where you are off to 
yet,' says Bobbie. 
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'A rare fine woodpecker's nest in the 
forest/ is Tom's reply ; ' like to come too^ and 
bring little missie along V 

' Well, I should very much/ replies Bobbie 
joyfully. ' I'll run in, and ask Nurse Nelly if 
we may/ 

Bobbie disappears indoors, but hardly a 
minute elapses before he is out again, with 
such a beamingly happy face that permission 
seems written on it in very large type. 

'AH right!' he cries; 'she says we may. 
But you're to be sure not to lose us, Tom ; 
and we're to be back by eight punctually* 

^ All right !' says Tom, in true boy-fashion; 
and then the three wend their way to the forest. 

Once under the shade of the cool green 
oaks, the children forget dust, heat, and 
everything else, in a perfect sense of enjoy- 
ment. 

How pleasantly their feet fall upon the soft, 
rich leaf-mould, or upon the crisp bracken, 
bruising it until it scents the air with a pure 
sweet forest smell! How melodiously the 
wood-pigeons join in a cooing chorus far over- 
head! 
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On they marcli^ over leaf, and bracken, and 
moss, to the tree in which the woodpecker's 
nest is supposed to be. But, lo and behold, 
when they reach it, not the faintest vestige of 
a nest is visible ! 

Tom goes round and round the tree, climbs 
it, examines every branch carefully, but finds 
never a trace of it. Finally he looks rather 
puzzled. 

' Is it there, Tom V asks Bobbie eagerly. 

Contrary to his principles with regard to 
bird-cruelty, Bobbie is taking the deepest 
interest in this search for the woodpecker's 
nest. Tom has persuaded him, with a great 
flow of eloquence, that the power of calcula- 
tion possessed by birds is extremely small; 
and so long as you leave them one egg, they 
will never miss the rest — a fact of which I 
am by no means so well assured. 

' Well, if it ain*t mortal vanished!' exclaims 
poor Tom, in great vexation of spirit. ' Either 
it weren't never here, an' I've bin a-dreamin' 
on it ; or some feller's bin here afore me an' 
tuck it, which ain't likely; or it's in some 
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other tree as IVe mistnck for tUs. Bat I 
made sartin sure it were tUs I^ 

' Come on further/ cries Bobbie ; ' and I 
dare say we shall find it/ 

So on they go, through endless trees, and 
down the broad, green paths, until at last 
Tom stops short, gives a sharp whistle, and 
in one second is scrambling up an oak as 
nimbly as a cat. 

' If this here ain't the tree, I^m much mis- 
taken !^ he calls down to the children from the 
brauches. ' There^s a nest here, and a good 
un, you may depend !* 

' Oh !^ exclaim both Bobbie and Birdie in 
one breath. 

Another gloriously -expectant moment, and 
Tom descends again with two wood-pigeon's 

eggs. 

' 'Tain't the 'pecker's, arter all/ he grunts. 
' But there be two eggs, one for each of yer 
breakfusses. My ! Bless me ! Look what's 
on my trowses, Master Bobbie ? It must ha' 
comed on 'em off o' that 'ere ould tree !' 

Sure enough, Tom's afore-mentioned gar- 
ments are nicely besprinkled with a sticky 



Lost in Sherwood Forest, 143 

sort of mixture, Bobbie and Birdie examine 
closely both the tree and Tom^s habiliments. 
On the former they discover a sticky com- 
pound, smelling strongly of rum, which per- 
fectly corresponds with the varnish poor^ Tom 
has received. 

' Yes, it's ofE the tree,' says Bobbie. * Who's 
ever put it there, I wonder V 

^ Some one as is after the moths,^ replies 
Tom. 

* I reckon they'd be 'stounded, like, to see 
what a whopper they've cotched ! Guess I'll 
have to let it be while I get home, too.' 

'What do the moths do with the nasty 
stufE?' asks Birdie. 

'They heats it, little missie, an' they sticks to 
it ; an' then them as wants 'em, claps 'em into 
their boxes, an' sets 'em on pins to look pretty.' 

' Oh !' cries tender-hearted little Birdie, 
aghast. 'Are people so cruel as to do that to 
the nice brown moths ?' 

'^t's them moths as is so stupid to come 
and get cotched !' says Tom. 

' Were you stupid to get smeared, Tom V 
asks Bobbie gravely. 
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Tom takes no notice of Bobbie's question* 

' I fancy tbat there tree i' the distance may 
be the one where the nest lies,' he says. * Any- 
way, we'd best go and see/ 

So off they trudge. But that tree, too, 
proves a deception; and the next — and the 
next. 

* It's my belief as I've dreamt it, arter all !' 
says Tom at last. 'And we mustn't go no 
further seekin' on it, anyway; for it strikes 
me it's nigh upon eight o'clock.' 

So, with many a sigh of disappointment 
they turn back down the cool, green paths; 
then, on and on, down many another. At 
last they come to a wide-spreading plantation 
of the graceful silver-birch, which stand in 
beautiful contrast to the majestic grandeur of 
the oak-avenue they have just left. It is the 
meeting-place of fairies and giants. 

Bobbie and Birdie give a little scream of 
delight. They have never, in all their forest 
rambles, come so far as this. But Tom looks 
about him with a very puzzled expression of 
countenance. 
' It canH not be that I've been and gone and 



Lost in Sherwood Forest. 146 

lost us !' he mutters under his breath. (Tom's 
intimacy with grammar does not extend to the 
knowledge that two negatives make an affirm- 
ative.) 

^I thought I know'd every yard o* the 
forest for miles round. But it strikes me 
this is Birkland; and, if so, we've come a pre- 
cious deal out of our way, and no mistake !* 
No j there is no mistake. This is Birkland. 
Tom wheels about, and takes a road that, to 
tell the truth, he knows no more about than 
that, for the present, it turns to the right. 

Bobbie glances at him rather suspiciously, 
but says nothing. 

So they trudge on ; and the road splits into 
many small paths — many, many times j and as 
often, Tom gallantly rushes down one, hoping 
to get out of the forest somehow. 

'It can^t surely have no end to it,' he 
mutters to himself by way of consolation. 

'I'm so tired!' complains poor Birdie at 
last; 'I don't think I can go any further. 
Haven't we come a very, very long way, 
Tom?' 

' Poor little missie !' says Tom, in a troubled 

10 
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voice; 'get liowd o' my hand^ an* Pll help 
you on a bit I'd offer to carry you, but for 
that nasty stuff off the tree as is all ower me/ 

And so they go on to the next splitting of 
the path. Here Birdie declares she can go no 
further, and Bobbie^s little legs are stiff and 
aching sadly, though he would not for worlds 
say so. 

' We are lost, Tom,' he whispers, in a voice 
full of awe ; ' lost in the great, big forest I I 
hiow we are ; and it^s getting dark I' 

'We worCt be lost long. Master Bobbie, 
never you fear I' is Tom's answer, spoken as 
cheerfully as the lump that has come into his 
throat will allow. ' Pll tell you what ! You 
stay here with little missie, while I go and seek 
out the right way home, and then I'll come 
back and fetch you. Don't you fright her 
Master Bobbie/ he whispers, as he disappears 
among the dark shadows of the trees. 

'Isn't it dreadful to be lost, Bobbie !' says 
poor Birdie, crouching down on the moss ; ' I 
don't like it at all/ 

' I don't know,' answers Bobbie ; remember- 
ing Tom's injunction, he feels bound to make 
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the best of the case ; ' I — I tliink I rather — 
Uke it/ 

Then they wait in silence for what seems to 
them — poor little lonely children ! — a long, 
weary while ; and meantime the shadows grow 
deeper^ darkness is drawing ronnd them like 
a thick, close cortain, and still no Tom appears 
to gladden the two pair of eyes that are watch- 
ing so eagerly for his return I 

Birdie creeps close to Bobbie, and he pats 
his arms about her protectingly. However 
much afraid he may be, Birdie shall not be 
' frighted,' he resolves in his brave little 
Boulj striving hard to conquer his own 
fear. 

Still the terrible darkness grows more dense. 
They can scarcely see even a little way before 
them now. Stars peep down upon them from 
the distant sky, through the breaks in that 
leafy roof above them — ^lit one by one, like 
far-away golden lamps. 

' Is Our Lord here, Bobbie V asks Birdie at 
last, in a very subdued whisper. She cannot 
bear to hear her own voice echoing loudly 
among the trees of the lonely forest. 

10— a 
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'I think so/ answers Bobbie. 'Yes — be- 
canse He is everywhere.* 

* He would help us not to be frightened^ if 
we asked Him^' whispers Birdie again. 

Instantly Bobbie folds his hands^ and look- 
ing up at the bright sky-lamps shining down 
on them both, he whispers — so earnestly that 
occasionally the words come spoken quite 
aloud, and the ^ho of the great forest carries 
them hither and thither among its trees — 

'Dear Lord up in heaven, Birdie and me 
are lost in Your great, big forest; and we're 
very frightened, 'cause it's getting dark, 
and Tom's gone — so we're all alone. Please 
take care of us, and help us not to be 
frightened any more. Oh ! — and please show 
Tom the way out of the forest !' 

' I was afraid we should be like the '^ Babes 
in the Wood," you know,' whispers Bobbie. 
' Nobody finding us, and getting all cold and 
dead. That would have been dreadful P 

' Then there'd have been the robins to cover 
us up,' says Bobbie, by way of comfort. 
' Birdie, Tom's a very long time coming for 
us!' 
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' And it's so cold,' says Birdie, with a little 
shiver. ' I think we'd better get up and walk 
about a bit, Bobbie,' 

' We will go to the end of this walk,' says 
Bobbie; 'and then perhaps we shall meet 
Tonu Hold my hand. Birdie, and step very 
carefully. I wish it wasn't quite so dark !' 

Both the children struggle on to their feet, 
and trudge down the path ; feeling their way 
cautiously, to avoid the deep prints of horses' 
hoofs. 

They come to the end of it at length, and 
then Bobbie proposes that they should try 
another path that seems to wind away among 
the birches. Birdie, nothing loth, consents; 
and the weary little couple plod on. 

Suddenly Birdie stops short, and gives a 
sharp scream, which resounds through the 
forest so loudly that she cries again as she 
hears its echo. 

' What is it V gasps Bobbie, trembling and 
standing still. 

' The light 1' cries Birdie, between her sobs. 
' Oh, it was dreadful !' 

' If you saw a light, it's because a house is 
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near/ consoles Bobbie ; ' bat I can only see 
darkness/ 

*No, no; it isnH a bouse/ sobs Birdie. 
' It's running about ; tbere ! Don't you see 
it again V 

Sure enougbj a bright ligbt flits past in tbe 
distance. Bobbie sees it too^ this time. It 
seems to be advancing gradually nearer to 
them — at whiles hidden behind the trees — then 
shimmering out into the darkness clearer than 
before. 

'It's a lantern/ whispers Bobbie in a 
frightened tone. * Creep behind this tree 
with me^ Birdie, and crouch down as low as 
you can. I hope there isn't a bad man with 
it; or — or — Robin Hood, who isn't really 
dead, after all ! — Birdie^ let's say some Hail 
Mary's for Our Lady to take care of us.' 

Trembling in every limb, the children throw 
themselves down into the midst of the tall 
bracken growing close up to the trunk of the 
tree. Birdie chokes down her sobs, and almost 
chokes herself with the effort; while poor 
Bobbie holds his breath for fear. Zig-zag 
advances the light towards them, now dancing 
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along throngli the birclies^ now shining steadily 
above the path — always nearer and nearer. 

Then it stands still for a moment^ and a 
man's voice calls out loudly : 

'Help is near. Where are you? Call 
'' Cooey V' ' 

'Oh, Bobbie dear — is that Eobin Hood's 
voice V whispers poor Birdie, 

' I don't know/ whispers Bobbie back again ; 
* I hardly think so. It isn't like an old man's 
voice, and BobinHood must be getting quite an 
old man by this time. Shall I call " Cooey ?' " 

Before Birdie can answer, the light of the 
lantern flashes full upon them, and reveals to 
them the form of a tall, pleasant-looking 
gentleman bending over them. 

Birdie gives a little shriek, and hides away 
her face; but the more courageous Bobbie 
asks with a trembUng voice : 

*Please,sir — ^you aren'tBobinHood, are you?' 

' I am Mr. Gardiner, of Lonerton Grange,' 
the tall man answers ; * And who are you, my 
little man ? How came you to be here ? And 
why didn't you call *' Cooey," as I bade you ?' 

'I am Bobbie, and this is my Birdie,' 
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answers Bobbie, quite reassured ; and^ jumping 
up from the bracken cover, he puts his little 
hand in that of Mr. Gardiner quite trustfully. 
'We got lost in the forest, Mr. Gardiner. 
Come along. Birdie — it] isn't Bobin Hood ! 
We were afraid it was him when we saw the 
light, so we kept quite quiet. Will you take 
us home now V we live with Nurse Nelly at 
Floral Cottage.' 

Mr. Gardiner takes Birdie in his arms and 
carries her, for she is far too weary to walk. 
Bobbie trudges along manfully by his side. 

Then he asks Bobbie how they came to be 
out all alone in the forest, and at that time of 
night too. Bobbie tells him all about it, and 
how poor Tom is most probably still con- 
tinuing his nocturnal travels in the forest. 

' Poor Nurse Nelly will be so frightened,' 
says Birdie. ' She said we were to be back 
by eight o'clock.' 

' And it's past ten now,' says Mr. Ottrdiner. 
' What do you call your nurse's name, my dear?' 

' Nurse Nelly,* repeats Birdie. 

'I surely am familiar with the pame,^ 
iZ2Z2tl;ers the artist-painter, as Mrs. Cuddles 
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calls him, to himself : ' Where can I have met 
with it V Then he adds aloud, ' What is your 
mother's name, dear ?* 

'I haven't one down here,' Birdie says 
quite simply. * Jesus took her up to be with 
Him a little while ago/ 

'Were you lost in the forest too, Mr. 
Gktrdiner V inquires Bobbie. ' Or what were 
you doing V 

' Catching moths for my collection, Bobbie. 
There are some good ones to be found here in 
the forest.' 

'Ah, then! Tou put that sticky stuff on 
the tree, didn't you V 

' Yes,* answers Mr. Gardiner. ' Wh, 
Bobbie ?' 

' Oh, only Tom's trousers 1' says Bobbie. 
' He climbed up a tree, you know, to get a 
woodpecker's nest we thought was there, and 
when he came down, he was all brown and 
stickled.' 

The 'artist-painter' laughs heartily when 
he hears that, and Birdie is not afraid now as 
she hears the merry echo ringing through and 
through the old forest. 
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'What did you do when you found you 
were lost, Bobbie V asks Mr. Gardiner. 

'Well, first Tom went to find the way 
home/ says Bobbie ; ' and we waited for him 
a good while, and when Tom didn't come, we 
got frightened, and Birdie thought we should 
be like the ''Babes in the Wood." So then we 
asked God not to let us be frightened, and to 
help us to get out of the forest ; so I s'pose 
He's sent you.* 

' Yes,' says Mr. Gardiner. ' And where do 
you suppose the boy is V 

' The Doctor's Tom V says Bobbie. ' Well, 
we told the Lord Jesus about him too, so I 
s'pose he'll get home all right.' 

' I'll send my man to look him up when we 
get home,' says Mr. Gardiner. 
p By the time they reach the road that winds 
down from the forest into Lonerton, little 
tired Birdie's blue eyes are close shut, and she 
is fast asleep. Such a heavy little burden, 
she lies in Mr. Gardiner's arms. He sighs as 
he thinks of his own little sick child at home, 
who is more like a feather in weight than any- 
thing else. 
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At the gate of the little cottage^ Bobbie 
falls straight into Nurse Nelly's arms. The 
faithful old nurse has been waiting about 
there ever since the clock struck eight; 
blaming herself over and over again for 
haying been so foolish as to trust her darlings 
to the care of that rattle-pated boy, and 
declaring herself guilty of all the misfortunes 
that had befallen^ or could possibly befal 
them. Now^ as she sees them again all safe 
and sound, her joy is quite past expression. 

Mr, Gardiner gives the sleeping Birdie into 
her arms; and, without waiting for Nelly's 
breathless^ incoherent words of thanks and 
thankfulness^ he hurries away to set his man 
on Tom's track in the forest. 

As he hurries on to the Grange^ he mutters 
to himself : 

' It is strange that that woman's face and 
name should both recall to my mind old times 
BO vividly ! Have I ever seen her before ? 
and if so, where V 

Bobbie and Birdie are soon nestling in their 
little cribs, and struggling between sleepiness 
and hunger to swallow the basinful of warm 
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food that Nurse Nelly brings them. No bad 
results follow from their night in the forest^ 
though Nurse Nelly is anxiously on the look- 
out for them ; and Bobbie and Birdie^ now 
that the time of terror is pastj look on it as 
rather a pleasant adventure than otherwise. 

The Doctor's Tom was soon discovered in 
the forest, calling the children by name, and 
brought home by Mr. Gardiner's man. He 
came afterwards, very repentant for having 
lost the children, to ask Nurse Nelly's forgive- 
ness ; and though she granted it very readily, 
she declares that never another boy will she 
trust with her bairns again. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

biedie's letter, and being oeown-up. 

* Merry, happy childhood, 

Free of care and fears ! 
Wherefore would ye mimic 

Those of older years 1 
Keep your childhood, children, 

Long as e'er ye may ; 
Faces soon grow careworn, 

And the hair turns grey !' 

' Knock, knock-a-knock !' goes the knocker on 
the little green entrauce-door of Floral Cottage. 
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Who is there ? Bobbie and Birdie peep 
through the tiny parlour window, and catch 
just a glimpse of Mr. Gardiner, their friend 
of the forest^ standing at the door. 

' Knock-a-knock^ knock !' rather louder this 
time. 

' What shall we do, Bobbie ?' asks Birdie. 
' Nurse Nelly's out. Shall we keep still, and 
pretend there's nobody at home V 

' It would be a lie, to pretend. Birdie/ is 
Bobbie's rather sharply-spoken reply. 'We 
couldn't act a lie ! . Tou must open the door, 
because you're the lady ; and I'll stand behind 
and tell you what to say. Quick, Birdie ! he's 
waiting.* 

Birdie flies to the door, and opens it very 
shyly. Bobbie takes up his position some- 
where in the rear, ready to prompt her, as 
occasion requires. 

'Is Nurse Nelly at home, little woman?' 
asks Mr. Gardiner. 

' Say, " No, sir, I'm afraid not ; but won't 
you please step in?"' prompts Bobbie from 
the background; adding, in an undertone 
' That's what Nurse Nelly always says.' 
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Birdie obediently repeats His words. 

Mr. Gardiner's mouth twitches at the comers 
in an odd sort of way, and his eyes twinkle 
merrily; but Birdie is altogether too much 
absorbed in the solemnity of the occasion to 
notice it. 

' Thank you. I will come in for a minute, 
he says. 

* Hold the door wide open, Birdie !' prompts 
Bobbie. 

Birdie throws it back against the wall. 

' Now show him into the parlour,' commands 
Bobbie. 

Birdie takes Mr. Gardiner's hand in hers to 
lead him in. 

Bobbie frowns. That is not at all the way 
in which Nurse Nelly ushers gentlemen into 
the parlour ! 

* What next V whispers Birdie, coming back 
to the door for fresh instructions, haying safely 
deposited her visitor in the parlour. 

'Have you said, ''Will you take a seat, 
sir ?" ' inquires ^Bobbie. ' That's what ought 
to come next.' 

Birdie shakes her head, and, going back 
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into the parlour^ tugs a big chair forward 
from the row against the wallj and repeats 
Bobbie's words. 

'Now, isn't it time for me to sit down?* 
inqures Birdie^ coming to the door. 

'Ttes/ whispers Bobbie. 'And the next 
thing is to ask^ '' How are all at home^ sir ?" 
And then——* 

'Is that my friend of the forest there?' 
says Mr. Gardiner from the parlour, in- 
terrupting the prompter in a most unpolite 
&bshion. 

Bobbie comes forward, and shakes hands 
vigorously. 

' Most happy to see you, sir, and to have the 
pleasure of renewing an acquaintance begun 
under such inauspicious circumstances/ says 
Mr. Gardiner. 

Bobbie glances quickly into his face, with a 
look that seems to say, ' You're not poking 
fun at me, are you V but Mr. Gardiner's coun- 
tenance is perfectly composed and solemn. 
So Bobbie sits down. 

' How are all at home V he asks gravely. 

' All as well as usual when I last saw them, 
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thank you/ answers Mr. Gardiner, also gravely. 
' I hope I see you well, sir V 

* Oh yes !' says Bobbie cheerfully. ' I'm 
never ill. And Birdie's very well too, and so's 
Nurse Nelly. Fm sorry she's out.' 

* I'm sorry, too ; but I came especially to 
see you. Miss Birdie, my little Bab has sent 
me with a note for you.' 

' For me ?' exclaims Birdie, slipping down 
quickly from the chair where she had been 
perching in state, and holding out her hands 
eagerly for the letter. 

' We don't ever get letters,' says Bobbie ; 
' at least, not since Aunt Hester died. But 
Nurse Nelly's got one upstairs, that she's 
keeping safe until Aunt Hester's brother 
comes for it.* 

'What is Aunt Hester's brother's name, 
Bobbie ?* asks Mr.» Gardiner, looking very 
earnestly into Bobbie's face. 

' I don't know his real name/ says Bobbie. 
' I only know he'll be our Uncle Charlie when 
he comes. But we are not sure whether he 
ever will come. He might be dead, you know ! 
If he does, we hope he will come back kind 
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and good. He wasn't kind and good at all 
before. Do you know, lie was what they caU 
a bad Catholic — ^and that's something very 
terrible. And I don't think,* in an awe- 
stricken whisper, 'he ever said his prayers !* 

' What shall I do, Bobbie Y asks Birdie, 
taming to her cousin with a very puzzled 
face, and showing him the dainty little note 
she has just opened and read. ' This is from 
the little girl with the blue ribbons. She 
wants us to go and play with her to-morrow 
afternoon. What shall I write back to her ?' 

' Oh,' says Bobbie, glancing over the letter 
in business-like fashion, ' say we'll come, of 
course.' 

'But I don't know how to,' answers poor 
Birdie rather dismally. 

' Come upstairs. Birdie/ says Bobbie, ' and 
111 find you something in the newspaper to 
copy/ 

Birdie goes obediently, and presently Bobbie 
returns with a satisfied look on his &ice. 

' Letters are very tiresome things to write,' 
he remarks. ' I'm very glad I've never had 
to write one myself ! They^re great troubles, 

11 
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too. I've seen Nurse Nelly crying on the top 
of that one upstairs heaps of times ! Do you 
know, I should like to see Uncle Charlie very 
muchj and so would Birdie. I hope he's 
turned a good man by now T 

* Was he bad before, then V asks Mr. Gar- 
diner. 

'Well, I think so,' says Bobbie gravely. 
' It's wrong not to be a good Catholic, isn't it ? 
And it's wrong not to love people — and he 
didn't.' 

'Didn't he V asks Mr. Gardiner. 

'No,' says Bobbie ; 'and that's why he was 
so bad. He got cross with Aunt Hester, too, 
when she told him how naughty he was, and 
said he wouldn't ever see her again. And, do 
you know, I think he would be very sorry now 
•if he knew that she was dead; but Nurse 
Nelly can't find him.* 

'And you think she would forgive him now, 
Bobbie, do you ? and that he would be a good 
Catholic again V 

' Yes/ says Bobbie decidedly j ' I Icnow he 
would.' 

' How do you know ?' 
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'Because Birdie and me say a rosary for 
liim to be sent back to us good every nigbt 
and mornings' says Bobbie ; ' so that we could 
be all happy together. So thafa sure^ isn't 
itr 

' Yes, Bobbie ; qmte sure.' 

Then in comes Birdie, her cheeks flushed 
with long bending over her paper, and her 
tiny fingers all tipped with ink. 

' Will this do for Bab V she asks shyly, 
bringing her blotted letter for Mr. Gardiner to 
see before she folds it up. 

Mr. Grardiner reads : 

' Sib ' (Birdie has put a line through that ; 
it did sound rather odd, though it was in the 
newspaper Bobbie had brought her) — 'Dear 
Bab, — I must say that I can heartily recom- 
mend' (here Birdie had been sorely puzzled. 
Something about 'seed-preservers' followed, 
and there was no mention of any such thing 
in Bab's letter to her. Bobbie must have 
made a mistake ! So Birdie thought a little, 
and then substituted for 'seed-preservers' a 
sentence of her own) ' your nice letter. I was 

11-2 
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very pleased to get it. Bobbie says I am to 
say that we will botb come/ (' Now I'd better 
put tbe rest in like tbe newspaper^' Birdie had 
thought j so she copied down upon her paper) 
' Trusting that it may meet with the support 
it deserves, I am, yours respectfully * (' I sup- 
pose Bobbie didn't mean me to copy the 
'Thomas Hill' at the bottom,' thought 
Birdie ; and she signed herself) 

' BiBDiB Novbet/ 

Mr. Gardiner smiles a little as he reads it, 
but says it is a very nice letter, and Bab will 
be pleased. 

'Pm glad,' says Birdie. 'Then Bobbie 
and the newspaper were right, after all V 

' Of course P says Bobbie. 

And Mr. GrardiuQr takes his departure with 
the letter. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

BAB. 

' Whence comes thy patient abiding 1 

Thyjoy with this suffering blent 1 ' 
Where hast thou learnt, O child of pain ! 
Thy lesson of sweet content ? 
It was learnt in the school of pain and of woe, 
Where the Father was willing His child should go.' 

Tm yery glad youVe come, Bobbie and 
Birdie 1' says Bab Oardiner, who is lying on a 
pretty white coach before the drawing-room 
window of the Grange. 

A thin, pale little face is Bab's still; bat a 
foint tinge of rose-colour has already come to 
her wan cheeks, borne on the wings of the 
fresh, sweet conntry air. 

She cannot get down from her couch to 
greet her two little visitors ; but she holds out 
her hands to them with a smile of welcome. 
Bobbie and Birdie stoop down and kiss the 
little pale &ce. 

' Are you ill, Bab V asks Birdie wistfully. 

'Not ill, but not quite well,' answers Bab, 
with just the ghost of a smile. 'Mr. Smith 
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says I never shall be quite well^ as long as I 
Uve/ 

' Never P echoes Bobbie, in a tone of awe ; 
'but that's such a very long time! I don't 
believe he knows a bit what will happen such 
a long way off. Fll tell you what, Bab ! 
Birdie and I will ask our Blessed Lord to 
make you well soon, and we'll ask Our Lady 
too!' 

' Perhaps it wouldn't be the best thing for 
me to get well,' says Bab slowly and thought- 
fully. 'Father says God knows what is 
best' 

' Of course he does,' says Bobbie ; ' I didn't 
mean that. But then, you know. He likes us 
to ask Him for things. Just as Aunt Hester 
used to like to have us ask her for what we 
wanted, though she often knew it all the while, 
and God always does. Fll tell you what, 
Bab ! We'll ask our Blessed Lord to do just 
what is best; that'll be sure to be right !' 

'When were you ill first, Bab? I'm so 
sorry !' says tender-hearted little Birdie. 

' Before mother died. I fell downstairs, you 
know, and hurt my back dreadfully. And oh. 



Bab. 167 

it was 80 painfal^ Birdie ! I conldn't help cry- 
ing. And then I cried still more when Mr. 
Smith came to put the bones rights because 
they had got wrong. I was very ill for 
a long time^ and oh, so horrid and 
cross to everyone — even to dear mother, 
who nursed me until she fell ill too, and 
died! Then Lottie came to take care of 
me; and she didn't know how at first, and 
she used to hurt my back dreadfully — and 
that made me angry with her ; and I used to 
say such naughty things, Birdie I It was very 
hard to bear being ill then, but still I didn't 
know that I should never be quite well again, 
until one evening father came in and told me 
very, very gently, that Mr. Smith said I must 
lie down on a couch all my life, and never, 
never be able to run about and play as other 
children can/ 

'Never again V asks Bobbie. 

' No, never / I don't mind it so very much 
now, but I did then. It seemed so very, very 
hard 1 And I thought Our Lord didn't love 
me. Birdie, or He wouldn't have sent all the 
pain— -and that was hardest of all to bear I' 
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' How did yon get not to mind being ill V 
asks Birdie^ who is listening with a very sym- 
pathising &ce. 

To little, ^VV7f healthful, joyons Birdie, 
loss of strength and liberty seems the g^reatest 
misfortune imaginable. No longer to be able 
to run among birds and flowers ! to play wild 
games in the forest shade ! bat to lie on a 
conch all day long — to watch others gathering 
flowers— to see others dance and play, unable 
to join them — Birdie shudders to think of it ! 

'Well/ says Bab, 'we were living in 
London then, you know. Birdie; and Mr. 
Smith was doctor in a hospital near where we 
lived. He used to come and see me yery 
often^ and sometimes he brought me nice 
books to read, or pretty playthings. He was 
80 kind. Birdie ! One day he brought me a 
most beautiful picture— not a very large one 
—in a little oval gilt frame. He had bought 
it at a picture-shop, he said, because he 
thought the face was so lovely, that it would 
make me happy to look at it.' 

' Whose face was it V asks Bobbie^ greatly 
interested. 
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' Father told me that it was Oar Lady. He 
liked it too^ and used to stand looking at it 
BO often. Once^ when he thought I was 
asleep^ I heard him say to it quite softly^ 
" Poor, poor Hester P' and I wondered who 
Hester was^ and if Our Lady's beautiful face 
reminded him of her. But he would not tell 
me. She has siich a beautiful face, Birdie — 
like what I fancy angels' faces must be^ if 
one could only see them ! She has great big 
eyes — ^rather grave, you know — but they look 
at you in such a comforting sort of way, and 
follow you everywhere. She has a sweet 
mouth too, that always seems to say, " Speak 
softly, my child,'' when the pain makes me 
feel inclined to say sharp words to father or 
lioitj } and oh, such bright dark hair ! 
Birdie, aren't you glad? do you know you 
make me think of what my picture-Mary 
must have been when she was a little girl ! 
I thought so when I saw you first in the 
Cathechism class !' 

' MeP exclaims Birdie^ very much astonished. 

' Yes, I am sure you are. But oh. Birdie ! 
if I only could really see Our Lady's own self. 
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I am sare I shonld love her ever so much 
more P 

' You will some day/ says Birdie, ' up in 
beayen. But, Bab, how did Our Lady's 
picture help you to be patient, and not to 
mind being ill so much ? — ^you didn't tell us/ 

'Well,' says Bab, 'it was this way. 
When I told father that I thought Our Lord 
had sent the pain because He had left ofE loving 
me, he said it wasn't that at all. He said 
Jesus had allowed me to have the pain jiist 
because He loved me so much — that I might 
sufEer a little for Him, since He bore so much 
for me patiently. I didn't understand what 
he meant then, but afterwards, when I was 
lying quiet, looking up at Our Lady's picture, 
I saw the meaning all at once quite clearly. 
You know. Birdie, there is a look in her eyes 
as if she had had trouble and pain to bear too 
— ^like me — and knew all about it. And yet 
she looks so patient, and so gloriously happy 
too. You would know what I mean if you 
saw the picture, Birdie ! Well, she just 
seemed to say to me with her eyes and her 
lipBj '' Dear child, will you not bear a little 
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pain for Jesus^ because He bore so mncli for 
you V^ And I looked in her face, and said, 
" Yes, I will." I saw what she meant. Just 
that Our Lord was loving me, sending me all 
the pain through love ; to make me love Kim 
more, and know Him better, and to merit 
more by being patient. I knew how much I 
needed to be made better, and to have all the 
crossness and badness taken away; so I 
thought I would ask Our Lady to take care of 
me, and to let me have even viore to bear for 
Jesus, if it was His will, that I might grow 
more and more like him. And I asked her 
very, very often to help me, and she does. 
Birdie. I don't think l*m cross very many 
times iiow — even when the pain is so hard to 
bear !' 

' I should like to see your picture ever so 
much, Bab !' says Bobbie eagerly. 

' So you shall, when Lotty comes to carry 
me upstairs. It hangs there, just beside my 
bed ; and when the pain is very bad, I turn 
and look up at her sweet comforting face, and 
she helps me to bear it. Birdie.' 

'There are a great many pictures here^ 
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Bab/ says Birdie, looking round the room. 
'Who painted all these lovely ones V 

' Father painted most^' says Bab. ' He is 
painting some of Sherwood Forest now. I 
think I like those best.' 

Presently Lotty — ^big, strong Lotty — comes 
to carry her little helpless mistress upstairs. 
Bobbie and Birdie follow, eager to get a 
sight of the beautiful picture. 

A dainty little room is Bab's^ fitted up with 
every luxury, decked out with rosy chintz 
and pure white muslin. Any little maiden 
would have loved such a room. 

By the bedside hangs a little oval picture- 
frame, and in it the lovely face of Our Lady 
that Bab has described. 

Birdie gives a little cry of astonishment 
when she sees it, and Bobbie exclaims : 

' Oh, Birdie ! that must be Aunt Hester— ^ 
I'm sure it must !' 

' My own mamma I' cries little Birdie. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

UKCLE CHABLIB. 

NuBSB Nelly has a visitor this afternoon. 

Nnrse Nelly has been busy ironing before 
he came ; but her starched clothes will get 
stiff to-day^ and her irons grow cold on the 
hearth. 

Nnrse Nelly's visitor is Mr. Gardiner. 

He is having a long conversation with her, 
during which Nelly smiles and cries by 
turns. 

They talk together for a very long time. 
Then Nurse Nelly fetches from upstairs the 
letter which was her dear, dead mistress's last 
charge, and which is only to be delivered into 
the hand of Mrs. Novery's brother. 

Yet here is Nurse Nelly presenting it to 
Mr. Gttrdiner^ and he opens and reads it. 
Is she going to be unfaithful to her trust f 
We shall see. 

Mr, Gardiner has hardly read a line before 
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he carries the letter away to the window. Is 
it that he may be able to see the better; or 
that there is a strange moistnre in his eyes 
that he would rather Nurse Nelly should not 
seef 

When he has finished readings he slips the 
letter into his pocket and comes back to Norse 
Nelly. 

'Poor Hester P is all he says; and those 
were his words when he looked once at Bab^s 
picture. 

'And you'll take the pretty little dears to 
you, won't you, sir ? — ^for her sake V says 
Nurse Nelly. Tve done for 'em my poor 
best, livin' in hopes as the Lord 'ud send you 
to 'em in His time ; but it's little enough an 
old woman can do for two such beautiful 
children V 

' Indeed, they shall be to me as my own, 
Nelly. It is the best — alas that it should be 
so!— ^ that I can do for my poor :> sister now. 
Would that we had met once more, that I 
might have been forgiven !' 

'I expect she knows all about it. Master 
Gardiner-^for it's my belief she's a saint 
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in heaven. It's only us here, and shs 
there P 

'Nelly,' says Mr. Gkirdiner, /do you think 
these little children will bear me any malice V 

' Bless you, sir, no ! Never a morning nor 
a night passes, but what they prays, both of 
'em, that the Lord '11 send " Uncle Charlie" to 
'em. But — ^you'll excuse me makin' so bold, 
sir, for the children's sakes I — I'm told there's 
a many bad, designing folks in the news- 
papers, as likes to help themselves to pretty 
children like my little dears, as ain't noways 
really related to them. An' if you'll excuse 
me makin' so bold, sir, wouldn't it be as well 
for me to see some of the sort of 'stificates^ 
don't they call 'em, from you, sir, afore we 
breathe a word on it to t' childer ?' 

'Certainly, Nellie — certainly. Come with 
me,, and I will show you something that will 
set your mind at rest, and convince you at 
once that I am no impostor !' 

Nurse Nelly puts on her bonnet, and follows 
Mr. Gardiner to the Grange, and upstairs 
iato Bab's little room. There he leaves her, 
standing before the likeness of her beloved 
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mistress — crying, half with joy, half with 
sorrow. 

Not long afterwards she comes downstairs 
and enters the drawing-room^ where the 
children are playing qnietly together — evi- 
dently quite unconscious that the uncle who 
has been lost so long is found again; and 
Uncle Charlie himself is sitting by^ watching 
their play. 

He has waited, that Nurse Nelly may have the 
joy of breaking the news to her children first. 

Nurse Nelly rushes up to Bab's little couchj 
hugs all three children wildly by turns, much 
to their amazement; then sits down beside 
them, and points to Mr. Grardiner with her 
wrinkled, bony fiuger. 

'Do you see him?* she gasps. 'Ay, and 
ain't he just the picture of your ma as a man. 
Miss Birdie, darling. He's Uncle Charlie 
come back, loveys — as you've prayed for 
nights and mornings. He's going to take 
care of you both now. And, oh dear, it do 
seem to have taken such a weight off my mind 
already; for there was him and that letter of 
hia on it, too 1' 
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' Will you have me for your Uncle Charlie, 
Bobbie and Birdie ?' asks Mr. Gardiner. 

* I will/ declares Bobbie promptly. 

' And me too !' says little Birdie, throwing 
her arms roand his neck. 

' Then Our Lady in the picture is really like 
what my Aunt Hester was,' says Bab very 
happily. 

' Did you paint it. Uncle Charlie ?' asks 
Bobbie. 

'Yes. A long while ago before Aunt 
Hester married. Tour Aunt Hester was very 
lovely, and so like a beautiful old picture of 
the Blessed Virgin, that one day she sat for 
me when I painted a picture of Our Lady. 
Some time after, the picture was lost, and we 
had every reason to believe that it was stolen. 
Then, a year or two ago, Mr. Smith met with 
it in a picture-shop, and bought it for my 
Bab ; he didn't know who painted it.' 

' Uncle Charlie !' says Bobbie gravely. 

' Yes, Bobbie ; what is it V 

' May I whisper something to you. Uncle 
Charlie V 

12 
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' You may say it out loud for everybody to 
hear^ Bobbie. I think I know what you want 
to whisper/ 

^ Uncle Charlie, are you a good Catholic, 
and do you say your prayers now and love 
everybody V 

' Yed, Bobbie/ Mr, Gardiner answers softly 
and earnestly. ' My dear little Bobbie and 
Birdie's prayer has been answered of God's 
great mercy. Uncle Charlie is not going to 
be a bad Catholic any more/ 

' I am 80 glad,' says Bobbie. ' And now, 
mayn't we all kneel down, and say a great 
many *' Our Father's" and '' Hail Mary's" to 
thank God for having brought us together — 
you and me, and Birdie and Bab, and Nurse 
Nelly.' 

' Let us kneel and thank God for His great 
mercies shown us this day,' says Uncle Charlie. 

The two children kneel by Nurse Nelly ; 
while Bab, on her sofa, joins her hands in 
fervent thanksgiving. 

* How I shall love my picture now !' Bab 
says afterwards ; ' I am sure it is Our Lady 
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who has given ns all to each other^ and made 
us so happy.' 



Now, before our story comes to an end, we 
will pass over a few years, and take one more 
look at our friends. 

Marion Earle, as Bobbie once proposed to 
Mrs. Cuddles, is become Marion Smith, and 
' lives with the cakes,* as that young gentle- 
man says. 

Nurse Nelly spends her old age, for the 
most part, knitting and reading in an arm- 
chair which, she declares^ suits her old bones 
to a T ; while active Lotty performs the part 
of nurse to all three children. 

Little Bab still reclines on her couch, but 
the fresh country air has done her so much 
good, that her life is brightened by the hope 
that her case is no longer incurable ; but that 
one day, perhaps not very far distant, may 
find her almost as strong and well as our 
friends Bobbie and Birdie. For that good 
time little Bab waits patiently and contentedly. 

Big Polly's life is brighter far now than it 

12—2 
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used to be. Mr. Gardiner finds her regular 
work at the Grange^ with a comfortable 
cottage to live in ; • and little Polly works 
under Lotty in the nursery, hoping in time to 
become a handy little nursemaid. 

And now, good-bye, little Bobbie and Birdie. 



THE END. 
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find especial favour." — Weekly Register. " Like everything which 
M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest."— Ta^/^/. The chief 
heroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be, 
and may become, if animated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2S. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

" We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 

little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 

World. ** A short, -simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 

power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl. " — Weekly 

Register. • 'We are very much pleased with this little book. " — Tablet. 

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s. 

" Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her 
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Register. "Catherine's character will delight English 
children."— i^/rf. 

The Angels and the Sacraments. — Stories for my 

Children, is.; gilt, is. 6d. 
Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

"Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register. 
" Tliis is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic." — Catholic 
Opinion. '* It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents." — Dublin Review. " Beau 
tifully written. ' Little Terence ' is a gem of a Tale." — Tablet. 

Terry OTlinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power." — Register. 
"A most singular production." — Universe. "An unpretending 
yet a very touching story." — Water/ord News. " Excellent indeed 
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good." — Catholic World, "The idea is 
well sustained throughout." — Church Times. 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

"Will well repay its perusal." — Universe. "This precious vol- 
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umc ** -^Baptist. * ' No one will deny * Iota * the merit of entire ongk- 
nsa&iyr—Civilian. " A valuable addition to eveiy Catholic libraiy." 
Tablet, ' * There is much cleverness in it. ' '— NonamformisU ' * Ma- 
licious and wicked/'— ^ifjVtrA Independent, "An admirable and 
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac> 
ters are from life." — Catholic Opinion, 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 

• • Charming little story. "— Weekly Register, 

Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. 6d.; cloth, is. and is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at the same time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants." — Universe. "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register, A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones." — Tablet, 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2S. 

" It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
" The tenth chapter is beautiful" — Universe. " The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
recommend the book." — Water/ord News, " This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
across." — Catholic World. ' 'Charmingly written." — ChurchHerald. 

The Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 2S. 6d. 
gilt, 3S. 

"A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching." — Tablet. ' * A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register. 

The Mission Cross. An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs. 
Bartle Teeling, author of " Roman Violets,'' and 
" The Violet Sellers — a Drama." 2s. ; in paper 
covers, is. 6d. 

Su: iElfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp- 
field. iSmo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton, cloth, is. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. 

" A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers." — Tablet. "Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale. "— The Month, ' ' Simply and naturally told. "— tree- 
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Eagle and Dove. From the French of Z^naide 
Fleuriot, by EmiJy Bowles. 5s. ; cheap edition, 
2S. 6d. 

"We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story." — 
Register. " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times. "Admirable in tone and purpose." — Church 
Herald. "A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any 
attempt at sensation. ' ' — Tablet. 

Legends of the 13 th Century. By the Rev. Henry 
Collins. 3s. ; or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each. 

" A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the 
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragement."— 

Weikly Register. ' • The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated." — Tablet. • • Well translat«l 
and beautifully got up." — The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom," 
— Catholic Opinion. • * The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 

* Christian Perfection.'" — Dublin Review. 

Cloister Legends; or, Convents and Monasteries in 
the Olden Time. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"Deeply interesting and edifying." — Weekly Register. "A 
charming book of tales of the olden time." — Catholic Opinion, 
"A charming volume." — Universe. " All more or less interesting 
and well told."— Tablet. " The stories are very well told. "^Month. 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 
Gilt, 2s. 

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as 
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church." — Tablet, 
"The Tales are Catholic to the backbone."— H^^«r>fc/y Register. 
"Interesting and well -written stories." — Westminster Gazette, 
" Very interesting as stories." — Church News. " Full of devotion 
and piety." — Northern Press, 

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

" There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty." 
— Month, " We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary. "• — 
Tablet. Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion, 
"This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or 
story of each mystery of the Rosary." — Dublin Review. 
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Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the Gennan 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
inconstant practical acts of the love of God.**— Weekly Register, 
"It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy." — Tablet "Those who may wish to know 
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially 
commend it to our readers." — Northern Star, 

A Romance of Repentance ; or, the Heroine of Vesu- 
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth 
Century. By Rev. Dr. 0*Reilly. 3s. 6d. 

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 53. 

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont 4s. 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges. 
Fcap. 8vo. IS. 

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 

The Lost Children of Mount St Bernard. Gilt, 6d. 

The Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d, 

A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

Tales and Sketches^ By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St. Guthbert's. By 
Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. By the same author. los. 6d. 

The Yorkshire Plot. By the same author. 6s. 6d. 

Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 7s. 6d. 

Limerick Veteran. By the same author. 4s. 6d. 

Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d. 

Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 

Kishoge Papers. Tales ofDevilry and Drollery, is. 6d. 

Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 

Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s. 

Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 

Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2 s. 6d. 

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the 
Early Church. By Rev. A. ]. O'Reilly. D.D. 5s. 
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The Catholic " Pilgrim's Progress *' — The Journey of 
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury, 
Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d. 

"The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those 
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. Il 
will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world." — Weekly Register. "This mode of teaching imparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and xt:siX\\.y ."— Church Review, 
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of mmds 
will have a great charm." — The Scotsman. " No one can weary 
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet, 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. 12 mo., is. 
Recollections of the Reign oi Terror. By the Abb^ 

Dumesnil. 2s. 6d. 
Tim 0*Halloran's Choice ; or, From Killamey to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 

The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 4d. 

The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 
Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 6s. 

Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of "Stories 
of the Saints." Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

" A pretty httle book, couched in studiously simple language."— 
Church Times. "A number of short legends, told in simple lan- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of ' Stories of the Saints.' " — Tablet. " Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one ol them will be. passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly Register. "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and 
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader. " — United Irishman, j 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. ist Series, 3s. 6d., 
gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 
3rd Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s. 6d. 5th 
Series, 3s. 6d. 

' ' As -lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day. " — 
Weekly Register. "Interesting not only for children but for pei- 
sons of every age and degree.' — Tablet. "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. "A very attractive volume. 
A delightful book."— £/«/t?» Review. "Admirably adapted foi 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading." — 
Catholic Opinion. " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
attractive."— Cy4««:A Herald. " Well selected."— Z>«^/t« Review. 
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Stories of Holy Liyea By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo.» 3s. fyi. 

"The stories seem well put together."— rA^ Month. " It sets 
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking featuies 
ir the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Cntholics."— TVzW^/. 

Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F. S. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest aii of reality about every page that the youthful readjer 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that he ik 
• listening to a story.' " — Weekly Register. " It has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form, 
so that, while laying before the youthful minds deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found In the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is 
laid o:'en which is at once the glory and the shame of England." — 
United Irishman. ' ' Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Bojrs of England ,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic faith is dear." — Tablet. "Sad stories of over 
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake." — Catholic Times. 
"No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and 
wide." — Dublin Review, 

The Story of the Life of St. Paul. By M. F. S., author 
of "Legends of the Saints," &c. 2s. 6d. and 
IS. 6d. 

"A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
•Tom's Crucifix and other Tales.' ''—H^^^yJ/v Register. "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec- 
tively, and has made the most of them." — Catholic Times, 

Bible Stories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel.— The Ship of Safety.— The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — ^The Sabbath 
Breaker. — ^Achan. — ^The Child Prophet of Silo. — ^The Building of the 
Temple. — ^The Altar at Beth-El. — ^The Repentance of Nineve. — 
The Furnace of Babylon. — The Prophecy of Malachias. 

Albertus Magnus : his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. Bv Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Portrait. 8vo., los. 6d. ; cheap edition, 5s. 

"A translation of Dr. Sighart 's 'Albertus Magnus ' will be wel- 
come in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and 
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beautifully got np, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of 
B. Albert's portrait after Fiesole."— i^jfM'n Review, " Albert the 
Great is not well known ... yet he is one of those pioneers of in- 
ductive philosophy whom our modern men of science cannot with- 
out black ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only 
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to these also who try, as 
he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doings." — The Month, 
" The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the 
reader through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic 
power . . . We recommend this book as worthy a place in every 
MbrsLry "—Catho/ic Times. " The fullest record that has ever been 
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the 
Chuich."— Weeh/y Register, " The book is extremely interesting, 
full of information, and displays great power of research anc* critical 
judgment. . , . The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet, 
** One of the most interesting religious biographies recently issued 
from the Catholic press."— /wA Monthly, 

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North Wdes and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges,4to.25s. 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., I OS. : — or separately : — 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Br^hard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de Chitel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aim^e de Chantal, Sister Fran9oise Gabnelle 
Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Pdronne Per- 
net, Sister Marie Sdraphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, 5s. 

Life of S. Bemardine of Siena. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5 s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 

Varani. With a portrait, 5s. 
Life of S. John of God. With a portrait^ ss. 
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The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas 
Meyrick, M.A., 2 vols., 8vo. St. Peter to St. 
Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time of Constan- 
tine to Charlemagne, 5s. 6d. 

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari. 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832 
With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From 
the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2s. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. is. ; better bound, 2s. 6d. 

"The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con- 
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion." — The Month, ** Her judgments are always wise." — Catholic 
Opinion. "We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edUy B\V' —Tablet, 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

"An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people." 
— Universe, "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth." — Register, 

Inner Life of Pfere Lacordaire. By Pfere Chocarne. 

Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d. 
Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With 

Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M. 

Stewart Illustrated, 8vo., los. 6d. ; gilt, iis 6d. 
Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle 

O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 
St Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. i2mo., 3s. 
Life of St Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J. 

Arnold. 2s. 6d. 
Piince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa MulhoUand. 6d. Illustrated, 2s. 6d. 
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Life and Miracles of St. Benedict. From St Gregory 
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to., 
I OS. 6d. With 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d. 
Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s. j stronger bound, 
2S. 6d. 

Life of St Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 
Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 
Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 5s. 

Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi From the French 
of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d. 
better boundj 5s. 

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 

Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis 

Clare. 2s. 6d. 
Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, los. 
Life of St Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is; 

The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 
Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5 s. 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 
Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 

Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 

Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St Bonaventure. 
By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life of St. German. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d. 

Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. ss. 

Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 

Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin, is. 

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes : a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C. 
Husenbeth, Xy.T>, i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; with 
Novena, is.; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately, 
4d. ; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id. 
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A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. ss. 

"The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has 
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admiration of it" — Weekly Register, 

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori "Mora. From the 
Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and 
Photograph. 3s. 6d. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796 — 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d. ; 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

"The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted 
with the subject about which he writes." — Athenaum. "Well- 
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour 
and amiability." — Guardian. •' Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful 
narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by 
no means heavy reading." — Pilot. " It was a happy thought on 
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing 
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it 
was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe- 
cution to his thought in the very able and satisfactory manner in 
which he has done his work." — TAe Month. " The author grasps 
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... From 
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest." — Catholic Times. 
" Written with the calmness of the historian, yet with something of 
the energy of faith, this book cannot fail to be most interesting to 
Catholics. The style is easy and enjoyable." — Tablet. " In every 
line of the book we find a vigour and freshness of mind, combined 
with a maturity of judgment on the great question at issue." — 
Wexford People. 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 
Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

•' It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every pages 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the 
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, w\\\ be -valMed as something more than 
a contribution to modem Roman Yiisiorf."— Freeman's ^ouma/. 
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Rome and her Captors. Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri dldeville, and translated by 
F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel." — Dubltn Review, " A series 
of letters graphically depictmg the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontcse 
government, the intrigues ol Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers." — Church Herald, ** One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular hterature. " — 
Cork Examiner. " We have read the book carefully, and have 
found it full of interest." — Catholic Opinion, 

Personal Recollections of Rome. By \V. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d. 

" An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
poral Power." — Tablet. " AQ will read it with pleasure, and many 
to their profit." — Weekly Register. •' We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's \)Oo\i." ^Nation, 

To Rome and Back. Flyleaves from a Flying Tour, 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s. 

' Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
01 place and scene. ' To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra- 
tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared. " — Weekly 
Register, " We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true." — The Month, " A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the book." — Dublin Review, 

The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By 
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. los. 

" Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown— or worse than imknown, utterly misconceived—by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review. "A 
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correcUy, English people. . . . 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.' 
— Northern Star, " This is a real addition to our Catholic litera- 
ture."— T'^?^///. " In the first place \1'\^ ^oodi VelW&^.^wss^^^ 
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considerable Uteranr merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never 
vet been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and 
beyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out 
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from 
across the Channel. It is a growth of individual intellectual labour, 
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated 
and discerning mind." — Dublin Review. " Mrs. Hope's historical 
works are always valuable." — Weekly Register, "A very valuable 
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which gives 
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment.' 
^^The Month. "This is a roost taking book: it is solid history 
and romance in one." — Catholic Opinion. "It is carefully, and in 
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is 
most instructive and interesting." — Universe, 

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2s. 6d. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. 2S. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" Thewriting is full of brilliancy and pomt,"— Tablet. " It will 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
o f its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
b ably gives of an individual experience." — The Month, 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well. "->-£/»<- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of ' The Comedy of Convocation.' . . . 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register, 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. 6d. 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d. 

" ' Church Defence' is characterised by the same caustic irony, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the ' Comedy of Convocation. . . A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet, 
*• Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile." — Nonconformist, 

Marshalliana — The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at los. in paper 
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth. 

-/R fVasMourne^ 18 Paternoster R<m^ London, 
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s. ; 
cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

"Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the earlv centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject." — Month, "The author treats his subject with 
a thorough system, and a competent knowledge." — Church Herald, 



Dramas, Comedies, Farces, {See also page 26.) 

Bluebeard ; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 3 

Acts. Children, 6d. 
The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children. 

6d. 
Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 

Children, 6d. 
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. is. 
St. William of York. A Drama in Two Acts. Male, 6d. 
Hewould be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male, 2s. 
He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male, 6d. 
The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in Two Acts. 

Male, 6d. 
Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 

Acts. IS. 
Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male, 2s. 
The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act 

By W. H. A. Female, 6d. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 

Female, 6d. 
EmsclifF Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great-Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts. Female, 6d. 
Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female, 6d. 
The Secret. Drama in One Act By Mrs. Sadlier. 

Female, is. 
The Convert Martyr ; or, Dr. Newman's " Callista," 

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2 s. 
Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated 

edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 

Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d. 

Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
Ji. Washboume^ 18 P(]iXfrn(i%Xfr Rous London. 
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AdTMLtnrei of a Capta^ By Lady Blanche Murphy ... 4 o 

AdTMitnrei of a Oaiquet, Tbe. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o 

Alba'B Dream, and other Stories ... ... ... 6 o 

Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin "... 5 o 

All for Lore ; or, from the Manger to the Cross ... ... 8 o 

Aliog*! COiiirdi History. 3 vote. ... ... ... 60 o 

Amulet, Tbe. By Conscience ... ... ... 4 o 

Anecdotei, Catholic. By Mrs. J.Sadlier. 3 vote. ...11 o 

Angel Onlde ; or, Year of First Communion ... ... 3 6 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... a 6 

Apoitleehlp of Prayer. By Rev. H. Rami^re ... «.. 6 o 

An Bhetorlca. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

Assnnta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Barbara Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ... 3 o 

Beautlee of tbe Catholic Ohurdi.. By Fr. Shadlier ...80 

Bertha ; or, Tbe Consequence of a Fault 2S. 6d. superior 

edition ... ... ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Better Fart. The. A Tale from Real Life ... a 6 

Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ...7a o 

Bible. 4to., cloth, ais. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34 o 

Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s. ; persian calf, 21s. ; morocco ... 35 o 

Bible. i8mo., cloth, 6s. ; roan, 7s. ; persian calf 8s. & 9s.; 

morocco, IIS. 6d. &i8s.; calf ... ... ... ao o 

Bible History for the Use of Catholic SchoOli. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ...50 

Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Bishop Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... 3 o 

Blanche de Harsllly. An Episode of the Revolution ... a 6 

Blessed Virgin In North America, Devotion to. By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Rt. Rev. A. P. Dupan- 

loup, and others. Illustrated. .. ... ... 10 o 

Burgomaster's Daughter (5/rd!»^.f) ... ... ... a 6 

Burke's Sermons and Lectures. 3 vote. ... ... 30 o 

Butler's Lives of the Saints. 4 vote., 36s. ; gilt 40s. ; or, 

bound in 2 vols., 28s. ; gilt ... ... ... ... 36 o 

See Lives of the Saints 

Cahlll's Sermons and Lectures ... ... ... 12 o 

Captain Roug^emont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... a 6 

CASBildA ; or. The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... a 6 

OatboUo Keepakke, AGiftBooVL{oTa\!L^>^^Tk<& ... 5 o 
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8. d. 

CathoUo Touth'i Litoary, 6 vols. ... ... ... xa o 

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, as.. ; The Recluse, 

as. ; The Two Brothers, as. ; Young Flower Maker, as. ; 

The Leper's Son, as. ; The Dumb Boy, as. 
Catluflloity In tbe Oarolinas and Oeorgla. By Rev. Dr. J. J. 

O'Connell, O.S.B. ... ... ... ... ... la o 

CQlxlBt In His Obarcli ; Busingen's Church History, translated 

by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated ... ... ...80 

ObrUitlan Life and Vocation. By Rev. J- Berthier ... 5 o 

ObrUitlan Mother. From the German of Rev. W. Cramer 3 o 
Cliristian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard 6 o 
Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated 6 o 
Ohnrch and Moral World. By Rev. A. J. Th^baud, S.J.... 15 o 

Church and the Gentile World at the First Fromnlgation 

of the Gospel. By Rev. A. J. Th^baud, S.J. 3 vols. ... a4 o 
Church History, i By Alzog, 3 vols.. 60s. a By Darras, 

4 vols., 48s. 3 By Busingen, 8s. 4 By Brennan, 4s. 
Commandments of God. By Rev. M. Mtiller ... ... 10 o 

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40 

Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 3a o 

The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and Blind Rosa, 4s. ; 

Count Hugo. 4s. ; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s. ; 

Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude, 

4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Consequence of a Fault {JBertha), as. 6d. superfine edition 4 o 
Convert, The : Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson 8 o 
Cook Book for Lent (suited to all Seasons of the Year) ... i o 
Counsels for each Day in the Week (/^>»^(v) — ...06 

Count Hugo, of Graenhove. By Conscience ... ...40 

Crasset's Devout Meditations... ... ... ...80 

Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Stoeger ... 6 o 
Crown of Thorns, Mystery of . By a Passionate Father ... 5 o 
Daily Monitor (/W^»^(f) ... ... ... ... o 6 

Dalaradia ; or. The Days of King Milcho. By W. Collins 4 o 
Daxras's Church History. 4 vols. ... ... ... 48 o 

Divine Paraclete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 
Divine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston ... 4 o 
Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... a 6 
Dumb Boy {Catholic Youth) ... ... ... ... a o 

Dupont (L6on Fapin-) Life of {Holy Man of Tours) ... 6 o 

Ecclesiastical Law, Elements of. By Rev. S. B. Smith, D.D. 18 o 
Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... ,..60 

J?. JVashbourne^ 18 Paternoster Roaw^ London, 
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SplsUei and Gospel!, ExplanaUon ot ByGoffine 
Ethel Hamilton. By Anna T. Sadlier ... 
Budiarlst (Holy) and Penance. By Rev. M. MttUer 
Boropean Clyllliation, Protestantiim and Catholicity 

Compared. By Balmes 
Byidences of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding 
Eridences of Religion. By L. Jouin, S.J. 
Faith of Our Fathers. The. By Rev. Archbishop Gibbons 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2S. 
Father Oswald. A Genuine Catholic Story 
FicUe Fortune. A Story of Place La Grive 
First Communicants, Instructions for. By Dr. Schmitt ... 
First Communicant, Little. {Life's Happiest Day) 
First Communion (M30* From the German of Fr. Buchmann 
First Communion, Tear ol (Angel Guidi) 
Fisherman's Daughter, The. By Conscience 
Fisherman's Daughter. Translated by Mrs. Monroe 
Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey 
Francis Xavier (St.), Life o£ From the Italian of Bartoli 
Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily Monitor ... 
Future of Catholic Peoples. By Baron de Haulleville ... 
Genius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand 
God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 
God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. MtUler : Holy 

Eucharist and PenancCi 8s. The Greatest and the First 

Commandment ... ... ... ... ... 

Gofflne's Epistles and Gospels ... 

Golden Sands. First and Second Series, each 

Great-Grandmother's Secret, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition 

Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated 

Gretohen's Gift ; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. L. S. 

Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abb^ Chardon ... 

Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience 

Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 

Hill's Elements of Philosophy. 2 vols. 

History. Compendium o£ By Kerney ... 

Holy Man of Tours ; or, the Life of Li^on Papin-Dupont ... 

Household Science. By author of " Golden Sands" 

Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... 

Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Concilio 
Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone 
Irish Faith in America. Recollections of a Missionary ... 
Irish Fireside Tales (Emerald)... 
Irish JUaxtyrs and Confessors, Lives of. By Myles O'Reilly; 
and History of the Penal La>^'S. B^ Rev. R. Brennan ... za 

-^. Wdshbourne^ i8 Fatemostcr R<yw^ London. 
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IrlBh Race (The) Fast and tbe Present By Fr. Th^baud 
Jesuits ! The. By Paul Feval ... 
Joint Venture. The ; a Tale in Two Lands 
Kemey 's Compendlnm of History 
King's Page. The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier 
Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure, 3 vols. ... 
LEO Zin. . Life and Acts of. With a Sketch of the Last Days 
of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 
Leper's Son (6\7//4^//^ K<7«/A'j) ... 
Letters of a Toung Irishwoman to her Sister ... 

Ufe of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R. 
Brennan. Large 4to., illustrated, half-morocco 

Life's Happiest Day. By author of " Golden Sands " 

Lights and Shadows of the War of Independence (Ethel) 

Llguorl (St) Life of ... 

Literature. Student's Handbook of British and American. 

By Rev. O. L. Jenkins 

Little Lives of Oreat Saints. Illustrated 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Little Saint of Nine Tears. From French of Mgr. de Segur 

Little Orator, and other Tales ... 

Little Treatise on the Little Virtues. By Fr. Roberti, S.J. 

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings 

Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 36s.;; gilt, 
40S. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s. ; gilt ... ... 36 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Tear. By Rev. 
F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated ... 

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 15 

Lives of Patron Saints. Illustrated (Az/r^^^) ... 

Louisa Klrkbrlde. By Fr. Th^baud. Illustrated 

Louise Lateau. A Visit to Bols d'Halne. By F. Howe ... 

Ludovlc and Gertrude. By Conscience 

Maidens of HsOlowed Names ... 

Uarcelle. A True Story. 2s. 6d. , superior edition 

Margaret Mary (Blessed), Letters of (Sacred Heart) .... 

Marriage, Sure Way to a Happy. By Fr. Taylor 

Mary, The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio 

Mass (The). History of. By Rev. J. O'Brien ... 

Mass (The). The Holy Sacrifice for the Living and the 

Dead. ByMichaelMtiller, C.SS.R.... 
Meditations, Devout. By Crasset. Translated by Dorsey 
Meditations for Every Day. By Vercruysse. 2 vols. 
Miraculous Conversion (Captain) 
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8. d. 

Moorlsli Prlnoeu of Toledo (CVzixti^) ... ... ... a 6 

More (Sir Thomas). An Historical Romance. From the 

French of the Princesse de Craon. By Mrs. Monroe 6 o 

Mother of Washlxiffton, and other Tales. ... ... i o 

Maard. Life of Rev. H. J. B. By Rt Rev. Dom Robot, O. S. B. 6 o 

MjrsterlouB Beggar (Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... a o 

Noatben'g Oliiiroli History ... ... ... ... 8 o 

NoTltlate. Souyenlrof the ... ... ... ... 4 o 

O'Mahony. The. Chief of the Oomeraghs. A Tale of the 

Rebellion of '98. By D. P. Conyngham ... ...60 

Only a Waif By R. A. Braendle (' Pips ') ... ... 4 o 

Orphan of Alsaoe ... ... ... ... ... s 6 

Paradise of Gk>d : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart ... 4 o 

Paradise on Earth ... ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Pastoral Hedldne. Capellmann. Trans, by Rev. W. Dassel 6 o 

Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated ... ... zo o 

PauUsts' Five Minutes Sermons ... ... ...60 

Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 3 o 

Pedro's Daughter (A7»/j) ... ... ... ... 3 o 

Penal Laws, History of (Irish Martyrs) ... ... ... 12 « 

Perloo the Sad ; or. the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 6 o 

Phllomena (St), Life and Mlrades Of ... ... ... 2 6 

Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General 

Principles of Metaph)rsics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. ... 6 o 

Philosophy. Ethics, or Moral. By W. H. Hill, S.J. ...60 

Plus EL, Last Days of. By Rev. J. £. Keller, S. J. ... 6 o 

Prlestof Auyrlgny, The, etc. ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Protestant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 3 vols., 

21S. Cheap edition in z vol. ... ... ... Z4 o 

Protestant Reformation, Angllcaalsm and Ritualism. 

By Rev. T. S. Preston ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Protestant and Catholic Olyllliatlon Compared (Future) 6 o 

Raphaela ; or, the History of a Young Girl who would not 

take advice. By Mile. Monniot ... ... ...60 

RaTlgnan (FT.), S. J., Llfs of. By Fr. de Ponlevoy ... Z2 o 

Recluse, The (Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... 2 o 

Repertorlum OratorlsSaorl: Outlines of6oo Sermons. 4 vols. 54 o 

Rltuale Romanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 

by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, i6s. ; morocco ... 25 o 

Rosary, The. The Devotion of the Holy Rosary and the 

Five Scapulars. By Rev. M. MttUer, C.SS.R. ... 6 o 

Sacred Chant, Manual of. ByFr. Mohr ... ... 2 6 

Sacred Heart, Devotions to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. ...40 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 

Aksvd Heart, Devotions to (LtV//^) ... ... ... a o 
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Sacred Heart, Hours witb ^ ... ... ••• ••• 

Sacred Heart, Pearls from the Casquet of 
Sacred Heart, Virtues of. By Pd-e Boudreaux. S.}. 
Sanctuary Boy's Dlustrated Manual ... 
Scapulars (Five), The Deyotlon of. By Rev. M. MUller ... 
Sermon at the Month's Mind of Most Rev. Abp. Spalding 
Sermons, Three for Every Sunday. By Fr. Weninger ... 
Sermons, Repertorium Oratorls SacrL 4 vols. 
Sermons, Three for every Feast By Fr. Weninger 
Sermons. Divine Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston 

Sermons. By the Paulists. 

Five Minutes, 1864, 1865, 1871, each 
Sermons and Lectures. By the Very Rev. Thomas N. 

Burke, O. P. (Author's complete edition.) 3 vols. 
Sermons, One Hundred Short By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 
Sermons on Our Lord, the B.y.M.. and Moral Sulijects. 

By Cardinal Wiseman, s vols. ... ... ... 16 o 

Sermons (63), Preached In the Albany County Peni- 
tentiary. By Rev. T. Noethen ... ... ... S o 

Sermons. Lectures, Addresses, and Letters of Rev. Dr. 

D. W. Cahill ... ... ... ... ... 10 o 

Sermons or Lectures. By Bishop Chatard, (Christian 

TTuths) ... ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Seton, Mrs. , Foundress of the Order of Sisters of Charity 8 o 
Sistersof Charity, Manual of ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Six Sunny Months, and other Stories ... ... ...60 

Society of Jesus, History of. By Daurignac ... ... 10 o 

Spalding (Archbishop), Life of... ... ... ...10 6 

Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. ... ... ... 5a 6 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, los. 6d. Miscel- 
lanea, 2 vols., 21S. ; Protestant Reformadon, s vols., 21s. 
Spiritual Man, The. By the Rev. J. B. Saint- Jure, S. J. ... 60 

Strange Village ... .., ... ... ... 2 6 

Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories ... 6 o 
Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 

Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abb^ A. Bayle ... 6 o 
Theologla Moralis S. Alphonsi Compendium. Auctore A. 

Konings, C.SS.R. 24s. 2 vols, in i, half-morocco ... 30 o 
Thesaurus Bibllcus ; or, Handbook of Scripture Reference 25 o 
Thomas Aquinas (St) Life of ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Thomas's One Hundred Short Sermons ... ... 12 o 

Truce of Ood. A Tale of the XI. Century. By Miles ... 4 o 
True Faith of our Forefathers ... ... nett 3 o 

True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B. C'ReiUy ... v^ ^ 
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TwtlTe Bisters. By Aunt Fanny. Z2 vols. 

Or separately : Bertha's Book, Lucy's Book, Celia's 
Book, Katie's Book, Helen's Book, Agnes' Book, 
Mary's Book, Teresa's Book, Rosie's Book, Maggie's 
Book, Lizzie's Book, Baby's Book, each 

Two Brothers {Catholic Youth's Library) 

Ulmldo and Irene. By Fr. Bresciani, S.J. a vols. 

Vacation Dajrs. By author of "Golden Sands" 

ViUafire Innkeeper, The. By Conscience 

Village Steeple, The. A Tale ... 

Vincent's (St) Manual 

Visits to the Blessed Sacrament (Friendly) 

Vows, Catechism of. By Cotel 

What Catholics do not Belleye. By Bishop Ryan 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Bssaya 6 vols. ... 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermons on Our Lord and B. V. M., 

and Moral Subjecta 2 vols. 

Tonng Doctor. By Conscience ... 

Toong Flower-Maker (07/!^/tV Youth* s) 

Zeal in the Work of the Ministry. By Abb^ Dubois 

Zlta (St), Life of 

Vercmysse's Meditations for Every Day. a vols. 



DRAMAS, etc. 
• Babbler, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Afale 
Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act (Mixed) 

Doable Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 
Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." ByKer. 
A. J. O'Reilly. Male ... ... ..^ ... 2 o 

Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... i o 

InTlslble Hand. The. A Drama in Three Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts. By Rev. J. de 

Concilio (Mixed) ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Julia ; or. The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ... i o 

Knights of the Cross, The. A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

aKk CLmC ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• •••«!« O 

Laurence and Zystus; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ... 2 o 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male a o 
St. Helena; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ... i 6 

Bt. LonlB in Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... a o 

Sylyi&'B JuXxilee, and 3 other Dram^ lot XVie Voungt cloth... 6 o 

A Washhaurne^ 18 PaitrnoiXvr Row, London. 
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For the convenience of purchasers the/olhwing books rrferred to in 
the previous pages are arranged according to price: 



6d. 



The Brigand Chief, and other 

Tales 
Now is the Accepted Time, and 

other Tales 
What a Child can Do, and other 

Tales 
Sowing Wild Oats, and other 

Tales 
The Two Hosts, and other Tales 
The Lost Children of Mount St. 

Bernard 
The Baker's Boy; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Mary Christina of Savoy 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 



The Golden Thought of Queen 

Beryl ; The Brother's Grave 
The Rod that Bore Blossoms ; 

Patience and Impatience 
Clare's Sacrifice 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Various Dramas (see page 19) 



iB. 



Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom 
The Fairy Ching 
The Two Friends 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Tableaux Vivants, and other Tales 
Wet Days, and other Tales 
The Bells of the Sanctuary 
Bessy; or, the Fatal Consequence 

of Telling Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation 
Annie's P'irst Prayer, and Only a 

Picture 
Schmid's Canary Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 

Water Jug (gilt) 

Wooden Cross (gilt) 

St. Patrick 

St. Bridget and other Saints of 

Ireland 



Walter Ferrers' School Days 

Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The Village Lily 

llie Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or. The Memoirs of a 

French Child 
Sir ^Ifric and other Tales 
Little Orator, and other Tales 
Mother of Washington, and other 
Tales [Ward 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 
Story of an Orange Lodge 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 
Countess Adelstan 
Paul Seigneret 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 
St. Edmund of Canterbury 
Our Lady of Lourdes 
The Ever Blessed Virgin 
The Victories of Rome 
The Infallibility of the Pope 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Stories for m.^ 0\\\^«cl 



j^. Wdshbournc^ 18 Paternoster Rcnu^ London 



38 



i?. Washboum^s Catalogue^ 



Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. By F. 
B. BiCKBRSTAFFB Drbw. IS. each. Nos. I to 6 are ready. 

I. Oremus ; 3. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pator Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator ; 6. Credo ; 7. Ave Maria ; 
8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; 10. Dei Genitrix ; zz. Re- 
quiem ; 13. Miserere ; 13. Deo Gratias ; 14. Guardian AngeL 



l8.6cL 



Agnes Wilmott's Historv 
Kainer ; or, the Usurer s Doom 

The Angels and the Sacraments 
The Fairy Ching (gilt) [Tales 
The Golden Thought and other 
The Two Friends (gilt) 
Tableaux Vivants, and other 

Tales (gilt) Rgilt) 

Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) [Lies 

The Fatal Consequence of Telling 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) L(gilt) 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Terry O'Flinn Paul Seigneret 



The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 
Catherine s Promise, andNorah's 

Temptation (gilt) 
Legends of the Xlllth Century. 

3 volumes each, is. 6d. 
The Village Lily (gilt) 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
The Memoirs of a French Child 
The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols. 
Sir iElfric and other Tales (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Bible Stories from the Old Test. 
Sophia and Eulalie — Catholic 

Pilgrim's Progress 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 



28. 



Walter Ferrers' School Days 

The Mission Cross 

K Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse- 
quences of Telling Lies (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 
in Search of a Religion 

Life in Iceland 

To Rome and Back [(ffilt) 

Tales for Little Children 



Fairy 



Bible History. Illustrated 
Rosalie ; or, the Memoirs of a 

French Child (gilt) 
Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Terry O'FUnn (gilt) 
Life of St. Wenefred 
Paul Seigneret (gilt) 
A Month at Lourdes 



28. 6d. 



Bobbie and Birdie 

Bible Stories from the Old Test. 

The Monk of the Monastery of 
Yuste (Charles V.) 

My Golden Days 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 

Captain Rougemont; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 

Catherine Hamilton 

Catherine Grown Older 
Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequences of 



Farleyes of Farleye 
Sir llumphrey's Trial 
Eagle and Dove 
Tales and Sketches 
Countess Adelstan [Terror 

Recollections of the Reign of 
Story of the Life of St. Paul 
Recollections of Card. Wiseman 
Prince and Saviour 
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 
Father Mathew Holy Places 
Comedy of Convocation 
Oxford Undergraduate 
\ HarmotiY oi fsiugUcanism 
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The Three Wishes 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix 

The Better Part 

Blanche de Marsilly 

'I'he Burgomaster's Daughter 

The Dumb Boy 

Life of St. Zita 

Indian Sketches [nicants 

Instructions for First Commu- 

Great-Grandmother's Secret 

The Leper's Son 

Marcelle The Recluse 



28. 6d. (continued). 

The Adventures of a Casquet 
Life of St. Mary Magdalene 
The Mysterious Beggar 
The Orphan of Alsace 
Life of St. Philomena 
The Priest of Auvrigny 
Strange Village and otner Stories 
The Two Brothers 
The Village Steeple 
The Young Flower Maker 
Sister Mary Frances of the Five 
Wounds 



38. 



True Wayside Tales [Authors 
Gathered Gems from Spanish 
The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
Catherine Hamilton (gilt) 
Catherine Grown Older (gilt) 
Rupert Aubray [(gi^t) 

Story of Marie and other Tales 
Gretchen's Gift 



Percy Grange 

Chats about the Commandments 

Cistercian Legends 

Chats about the Rosary 

Margarethe Verflassen 

Pearl among the Virtues 

Barbara Leigh The Lost Son 

Ethel Hamilton 

St. Angela Merici 



38. 6d. 



Out in the Cold World 

Jack's Boy 

The Conquest of Grenada 

The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 

From Sunrise to Sunset 

Rest, on the Cross 

The Feast of Camelot 

Tales from many Lands 

Canon Schmid's Tales 

Tim O'Halloran's Choice 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 

Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 

The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Beigh 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St. German 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Stories of Martyr Priests 

Maidens of Hallowed Names 
Adventures of a Casquet 
My First Communion 
Fisherman's Daughter. By 

Munroe 
Gfeat Grandmother's Secret 



zst Series 
2nd Series 
3rd Series 
4th Series 
5th Series 



Legends of the Saints 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of the Saints. 

Stories of Holy Lives 

Blessed Giovanni Columbini 

Sister Mary Cherubina Clare 

Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 

St. Columbkille 

Ven. Canori Mora 

The History of the Blessed Virgin 

History of the Italian Revolution 

Two Years in the Pontifical 

Zouaves 
The Oxford Undergraduate of 

Twenty Years Ago 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 
The Jesuits. By Paul Feval 

v8« 

Paradise of God 

Bertha ; or, the Consequence of 

a Fault 
Dalaraida ; or, the Days of King 

Milcho 
Life's Hap^le&t D^^ 
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^nsdenoe's. The Amulet 

The Young Doctor 

The Fisherman's Daughter 

Count Hugo 

The Conscript and Blind Rosa 

The Village Innkeeper 

Happiness of Being Rich 

Ludovic and Gertrude 

Cloister Legends 

The Truce of God 

The Prussian Spy 

Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 

Rome and her Captors 



Adventures of a Captain 
Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Golden Sands, ist Series 
Golden Sands, and Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 
God our Father 
The King's Page and other 

Stories 
Marcelle. A true story 
Only a Waif 

Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Vacation Days 



58. 



My Lady at Last 

Recollections of a Missionary 

The Rose of Venice 

The Davs of King Milcho 

Only a Waif ^gle and Dove 

Father Benvenuto Bambozzi 

Limerick Veteran 

The Victims of the Mamroertine 

Albertus Magnus 

St Vincent Ferrer 

St Bemardine of Siena 



St. Philip Benizi 

St Veronica Giuliani 

St. John of God 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Life of Our Lord |j America 

Devotion to Our Lady m North 

Alice Harmon and other Tales 

Bible History. Illustrated 

The Joint Venture 

Catholic Keepsake 

Little Lives of Great Saints 



68. 



Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre. and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Patrick St Coltunba 

St. Boniface 
Holy Places 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated edition 
The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 



The Knowledge of Mary 

The O'Mahony 

Raphaela 

Six Sunny Months and other 

Stories 
Stray Leaves and other Stories 
Thalia. An Historical Tsde 
The Two Brides 
Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Emerald Gems 
Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 



68. 6d., to 528. 6d. 



Pire Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d. 
The Italian Revolution, ys. 6d. 
JUfe of St. Francis Xavier. 



Goffine's Explanation of the 
Epistles and Gospels. Illus- 
trated. 8s. 

Life and Acts of Leo XIII. and 
Last Days of Pius IX. 8s. 



^ ^aitmosttr Row London^ 
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Lives of the Early Popes, los. 

The First Religious of the 
Visitation. 2 vols. , los. 

The First Apostles of Europe. 
2 vols. , lOS. 

St. Patrick. los. 

Patror Saints. los. 

Life of St. Ligouri, los. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated, xos. 

Genius of Christianity. los. 6d. 

Louisa Kirkbride. los. 6d. 

True Men as we need them. 
los. 6d. 

Albertus Magnus. los. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. los. 6d. 

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., lis. 

Catholic Youth's Library. 6 

vols., I2S. 



P^re Ravignan, 12s. 

Lives of Irish Martyrs and Con- 

fessors. 125. 
Spalding's Reformation, 143. 
Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 155. 
Twelve Sisters. 12 vols. , 15s. 
Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols., z6s 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

2 vols. , 28s. , gilt, 36s. 
St. lure's Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. , 31s. 6d. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

4 vols., 32s., gilt, 40s. 
Cardinal Wiseman's Essays. 6 

vols., 36s. 
Darras* Church History. 4 vols., 

48s. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design : All who have seen it admire 
it, and say Nothing equals it. 

Price 6d., or post free^ on a roller^ Sd, Twelve copies 

4J. 6^., or 5 J. post free. 

Medals, 3d., 4d., and 6d. each. 



FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged 
as a Memento of Confirmation. 

Price is.f or post free, on a roller, is, 3^. Twelve copies 

for 9.f., or post free gs. 6d, 

Medals in Silver, is., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each. 



CHILDREN OF MARY CARD. 

Price 9^/., or post free, on a roller, is. 

Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, is., is. 6d., 2$., 
3$., 4s., 5s., 6s. 6d., and los. 6d. each. 

Child of Mary Manual, Is. 

P. Washbourne's COMPLETE Catalogue, post free 
R, Washboum^s Monthly List^ post free^ 

J^. Washbourne^ i8 Pat^rnQ%%er Rqiv, Loud<m* 



THE CHILD'S PICTURE PRAYER 

BOUK. 

In simple language and in large type, on good paper, beautifully 
lliut rated. 

The Contents of the book are Morning PraTem, The Angelus, Grace 
before and after Meals, Kight Pravers, Litany of the Blessed Virgin, The 
Memorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises. Benediction of the 
Most Blessed Sacrament, Hymns, De Profundis, ana the Rosary for the 
Dead. 

The Ulostratloni are 16 in number, eaob ooenpsrlng: a 

full page. 

The binding is in cloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book, 
and the price, with the pictures in two tints, is Is., or in stronger bind- 
ing. Is. 6d., or with gold on the side, 2s. ; with the pictures in seven 
colours, Is. 6d., or in stronger binding, 28-, or with gold on the side, 
2s. ( d., and with gilt edges Ss., and with full gilt side Ss. 6d., in Frendi 
morocco, Ss. 6d., or extra gilt 4s., in calf, 5s., or extra gilt, 68. 



THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED. 

Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-page Illustrations : cloth, Is., with 
Epistles and Gospels, Is. 6d. ; roan, Is. 6d. ; French morocco, 2s. 
ditto, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. ; calf or morocco, 8s. 6d. ; ditto, extra gilt, 
4s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels 6d. extra on the above. 



R. WASHBOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION 

OP 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL. 



This edition of The Gabden of the Soul is especially distinguished by 
bearing the IiiPBiMATun of the Cardinal-Archbishop of Westminster. 
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in The Garden 
OF THE Soul, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments in 
Latin and ^glish. Devotions to the Sacred Heart, iDevotion of the 
Quarant Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to 
uie Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of tho Bona 
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use. 
£n)ecial attention is directed to the excellent paper and bold type used 
in the edition. 

Embossed, Is. ; with rims and clasps. Is. 6d. ; with Epistles and 
Gospels Is. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with 
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Qomls, 2s. 6d.; with 
rims and clasps, Ss. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. : with 
rims and clasp, Ss. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 8s. ; with rims and 
clasp, Ss. 6d. 
Calf or morocco, 4s., with dasp, 6s. 6d. ; extra ffllt, Ss., or 68. 6d. with 
clasp. Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with dasp, 6s. 6d. Morocco, 
with two patent dasps, 128. Morocco antique, with comers and two 
clanM, 18s. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., IBs. Russia, 
with clasp, 10s. , 12s. 6d. Russia antique, with comers and two clasps, 
20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 168.. 20s., 22s. 6d. 
Any of the above can be had with Epistles ana Gospels, Od. extra 
The Epiatlea and Gospels may be had separately, cloth, 6d., or 4a. Cd. 
per dozen ; roan. Is. 6d. 

• -^. Wdshbourne^ \% Paternoster JRoio^ London, . 
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